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PROLOGUE 


Remember the picture of Britney Spears’ pussy? 


I wasn’t there, but my brother was. Besides the upskirt picture of Britney that 
night, there was another very popular picture. The New York Post called it “The 3 
Bimbos of the Apocalypse - No Clue, No Underwear: Meet the Party Posse of the Year.” 
Paris Hilton, Lindsay Lohan, and Britney Spears in the same car at around 3 a.m. in the 
Hollywood hills. 

That was my brother's picture. I have a copy of the newspaper on my bookshelf 
in my apartment in Tijuana. It sits inside a book titled “New York Post: The Best 
Headlines From America’s Favorite Newspaper.” 

You don’t remember that shot? 

Then, for sure you remember the one of Britney shaving her head. That picture is 
now a meme and years later is still relevant. Whenever someone shaves their head they 
call it “pulling a Britney,” 

That picture isn't mine either, nor was my brother's. That picture was by my 
former boss, “Boss-X.” 

When I started working for Boss-X, he handed mea Nikon D3 and told me, “This 
camera and I have gone through a lot, do not fuckit up.” 

That was the camera that took those iconic pictures. That’s the camera | used for 
my last year as a paparazzo in 2011. Because I’m anerd, it felt like the camera had some 
sort of powers. +7 sneakiness, +6 agility, +8 dexterity, +3 valor, -2 morals. Some morals 
tend to go out of the window when you work as a paparazzo. “Shoot now, ask questions 
later,” that was the first rule given to me by other former bosses. One of them is dead 


now, the other one I heard lost everything. 


The paparazzi world was a bizarre one. Probably still is, but 1 haven’t been 


involved in almost a decade. A photographer named “Zazzy” always comes to mind 


when I think how strange some of those guys were. To get attention from celebrities, 
Zazzy would make a funny cartoony nose like “hubaalaaboogaabaaaaa.” The trick 
worked, celebrities looked at him. While waiting for gangbangs, Zazzy would appear 
behind us and do his funny noise. 

Gangbangs is what you call when more than 5 paparazzi are waiting at the same 
spot for the same celebrity. It’s a nasty term, but that’s what they were. Hungry frenzied 
photographers were desperate to make a coin feeding on the news that does not exist of 
acelebrity walking around. 

‘When I worked asa paparazzo, people had a price tag floating above their heads. 
Here I go again with my nerdiness. Think of the rhombus above The Sims head that 
displays their mood. Something like that, but with money signs. The average person is 
worth absolutely nothing. Some attractive people might fetch you a good coin even if 
they are no one (creepy, I know, this book will have a lot of creepiness, get ready). Then 
celebrities go from A to D and everything in between. 

Cyndi Lauper was far to my left all burnt from having a skin treatment, Katrina 
Bowden was a few feet away from me taking off her shoes and jacket as she got ready for 
TSA, and Perry was to my right doing something similar. I was busy taking pictures of 
Katrina Bowden and Perry at the same time when Goth approached me and said, “Dude, 
you have to shoot Cyndi Lauper.” 

Not now Goth, Ithought. Fuck Cyndi Lauper, Katrina Bowden looks phenomenal 
and Matthew Perry is ararity to photograph. 

“She looks all fucked up,” he insisted. I tuned left with that trusty Nikon D3 and 
the 70-200mm/2.8f lens and snapped a few pictures of Cyndi through security. Fuck. 
Goth was right. She did look like shit. She didn't even look like Cyndi Lauper. 

Goth was an autograph collector and hung out at LAX all the time searching for 
celebrities. His trunk was filled with thousands of pictures and posters of celebrities 
ready to go whenever he knew someone was coming or in case he just happened to see 
someone. We used to share tips and help each other frequently. 
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That day, I saw dozens of celebrities. Cyndi Lauper looking like shit was the 
picture that sold the most. Katrina Bowden probably did a few rounds on celebrity 
blogs, as well as Perry. But those pictures were worth nothing compared to Lauper after 
a chemical peel. 

That was all in LAX. I spent a lot of my paparazzo time at LAX. Because 
celebrities are “Just Like Us.” They go through the airport like any fucker (there are just 
a handful of exceptions). 

I deviated from where I originally wanted this foreword to go. Expect a lot of 
that. Also expect a lot of name dropping. I thought about writing this book as soon as I 
quit my job in 2011. The problem was, I wasn’t a writer. Now, Iam. 

This is my second book. 

The first one is about 


juana and my life here. Did you gloss over that detail? My 
apartment is in downtown Tijuana. I moved here almost right after I quit my paparazzo 
job. A seedy city that I adore so much that I wrote a book about it. With some experience 


in book writing behind me, let's dig deep into what my life as a paparazzo used to be. 


All stories are based in reality, but my memory comes and goes. Some names 
have been changed because I don’t want to get sued or even talk to those people again. I 
still have two hard drives filled with over 500,000 pictures of celebrities (again, almost 
all at LAX). I don’t know why I assume that everyone that meets me should have this 
general knowledge that I was a paparazzo. My therapist didn’t even find out until our 
fifth session. That session felt more like me just re-telling stories that I've told dozens of 
times than an actual therapy session. 

And oh boy, do I have stories to tell. I sound like a total douchenozzle of a snob 
whenever someone mentions a celebrity and I have a story to tell about the time I 
photographed them. Because, again, I photographed a shit ton of celebrities. Around 
1,000 or more. And it’s not like I wanted to be a fucking paparazzo. That was never 
my intention in life. It just sort of happened. When | first started, I didn’t even know 
celebrities‘ names. I knew my basics like Brad Pitt and the likes, but fuck did 1 know who 


Ryan Phillipe was. Kim Kardashian wasn’t even a thing. 


Page 8 of 203 = 19% 


PAPARAZZI DAZE: CELEBRITY ENCOUNTERS 


CHAPTER 1. RYAN PHILLIPPE. 


Ryan Phillippe was the first celebrity I saw and filmed in 2007. 

It is now 2020, in the times of Covid-19. I intended to write a book about my 
paparazzi times when I quit in 2011. I've been pushing it back year after year. 

just took over 100 selfies in my new studio. I got some nice studio lights from 
a friend who had him in his garage collecting dust. Despite taking pictures for over a 
decade, I never really fucked around with studio lights until now. There is so much to 
learn even after all this time. 


When I quit my job, Inever wanted to use a camera again. I was burnt out. | left 


LA and went on a road trip all over the US to find myself. This is where the book ends, 
not where it begins. 

How did you become a "paparazzi"? 

That's one of the most common questions I get. I did an “Ask Me Anything” 
on Reddit years ago. I did two. The first one was disastrous. I responded to every troll 
and defended my position tooth and nail instead of letting Reddit be Reddit. I deleted 
that AMA. A few months later, after I learned some Redditequette and collected karma 
elsewhere, I tried again. 

That second Ask Me Anything went way better. It even got translated into 
Japanese. Reddit loves to hate the paparazzi and celebrities at the same time. And they 
also seem to be fascinated by both. Threads on the subject come often. And I pop-up 
on those threads and voice out my opinion into the void, usually resulting in negative 
karma. But J have a lot of positive karma on Reddit, so it balances out. 

I was 20-years-old, just shy of my 21st birthday when I saw Ryan Phillippe. I 
didn’t know who he was then, and I still don’t know who he is now. Ihad to Google him 


to know what movies he was in. And holy shit, he was in Cruel Intentions. I fapped to the 
movie so many times in my teen years. 

Wait. Nevermind. That was Wild Things with Neve Campbell and the lovely 
Denise Richards (Ialso saw them both). 

So up to this day, I don't think I have ever seen a Ryan Phillippe movie or show, 
but I saw him in person. I also learned that he was married to Reese Witherspoon and 
they have two kids. At some point, I knew the kids’ names. And people think paparazzi 
are obsessed with celebrities... It was just part of the job. 

My brother woke me up early on a Saturday or some shit like that in 2007. I want 
to say it was Saturday because I know it was his day off. I lived with him that summer 
in Beverly Hills. Not the nice part of Beverly Hills, the uglier side. “Under the tracks,” 
they call it. A block or two away from Doheny Drive. It was a shitty tiny small studio 
apartment. I slept on the couch and he slept on his bed just a foot away from me. I was 
still a junior in college, in Minnesota, and this was my summer to make some money 
for my senior year. My brother invited me to live with him so I could find a job in Los 
Angeles doing whatever. That whatever... ended up being a paparazzo with him. 

There was no plan that day. I had arrived late the previous night and my brother 
was going to show me around LA. But that morning he got a “radio chirp” on his Nextel 
from his Salvadorean co-worker. That’s how long ago this was. The iPhone still didn’t 
exist, the quickest form of communication was chirping people via Nextel. 

Ryan Phillippe was at a restaurant called “Il Pastaio” in Beverly Hills, not far from 
the tiny studio apartment. Instead of having the day off, my brother told me we were 
going to work on the tip. We got in my brother’s grey Honda Element and he drove as 
fast as he could to the restaurant. As soon as we got there, my brother jumped out of his 
car, instructed me to grab a camcorder, to follow him, and record Ryan. 

Ryan was not in the restaurant yet, but getting out of his car and handing the 
keys to the valet. Ryan walked directly towards me and I pointed the camcorder directly 
at him. He didn’t shy away. He didn’t say anything. He just walked past me. 

Idid nothing but slowly put the camera down. I felt like an absolute fool. 
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‘My brother was walking backward, knocking over chairs, and trying to talk to 
Ryan to get a reaction while snapping dozens of pictures. Ryan simply walked into the 
restaurant. 

My brother came over to me to see what type of footage I got. When he saw it 
was 3 seconds of Ryan walking towards me followed by a few seconds of the camera 
pointing at the sidewalk, he snapped at me. While we were outside the restaurant 
waiting for Ryan to come out he instructed me on what to do, how to point the camera, 
to ask questions (though I had no idea who he was), and to walk backwards. 

During this educational time, around a half-dozen photographers and a trio of 
videographers showed up in the scene for the same tip. Fuck. The exclusivity was done. 
‘My brother was not happy. He gave up and simply said, “Do what the other video people 
do.” 


Ryan Phillippe came out of the restaurant and walked to his car that was 
curbside by the valet. Everyone snapped pictures, took some video of Ryan getting into 
his car, and that was it. 

As soon as Ryan started driving off my brother yelled for me to get into the car as 
quickly as possible. The other paparazzi were already in their cars following Ryan. I was 
still a bit confused about what was going on. Ryan started to drive away and my brother 
decided it wasn’t worth it. It was his day off and he wasn’t going to chase him witha tail 
of paparazzi behind him. 

That was my first lesson. My first day. Nothing came from my video. I’m not sure 
if the photos my brother took ever made it into a magazine or the blogs or anything. 

I did it for the experience. It didn't plan to become a paparazzo or follow in my 
brother’s footsteps. Not yet. 
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CHAPTER 2. VICTORIA 
BECKHAM. 


I already mentioned how I was exposed to the life of a paparazzo, but that doesn’t 
explain how my brother became one. 

I dor't think it was ever his intention to be one. My brother, let's call him Gato, 
has gone through so many changes in his life. He is older than me by seven-years and 
currently lives on a European island doing his thing. His thing? I'm not even sure, he 
has several business ideas every year and never comes through with any of them. I 
know he spends most of his time naked and walking around the island. I’m not even 
sure if he has a home. But before that, he was a paparazzo. 

Gato went to a one-year college for photography called Hallmark Institute of 
Photography (I just Googled it and that shit closed in 2016). Seven years older than 
me, but he decided to go to college when I was 18 and doing my freshman year in 
college. I didn’t know what I wanted to study. During my first semester, I started with 
photography, philosophy, music, poli-sci, and others. I signed up for all the wrong 
classes. My first two weeks of college were finding out that I fucked up the classes I 
chose. My first photography class was at 8 a.m. at the girls’ campus and it was for 
seniors. I also didn't have any gear and the class requested a DSLR. Not only that, but 
Gato was also studying photography. 

1 dropped that class. I also signed up for senior philosophy classes. It was 
awkward to be a freshman and walk-in classes for all seniors. I’m a graduate of Saint 
John’s University, an all men’s college. It is not as bad as it sounds. College of Saint 


Benedict’s is just a couple miles away and busses run from both campuses frequently. 


Both colleges work as one, so I graduated sort of from both. 

I ended up with a BA in Music Studies and Conflict Studies. I did not take 
one photography class. All that I learned was through Gato and other amazing 
photographers that were also working as paparazzi, some with a Master’s degree in 
photography. One of them, who will mention later with a fake name, is currently one 
of the best wedding photographers in the world. Henever mentions his paparazzi years. 
At the same time, many paparazzi are not photographers at all and simply use the auto 
function on the camera. 

After graduating from Hallmark, Gato moved to Houston, because we have some 
family there (and he previously lived there). He landed a photojournalist job with the 
Houston Chronicle. also remember he sold one of his pictures toa major newspaper. It 
wasa picture of a girl’s underwear that read “No Bush” at some Pride Parade during the 
‘W. Bush era. He framed the picture and the check and it sat in our parents’ old home in 
Querétaro. 

Oh yeah. We are Mexican Americans. 

Gato covered a Juan Gabriel concert while working in Houston. During that 
concert, Juan Gabriel fell off-stage. Pictures of Juan Gabriel falling off-stage went viral. 
Or at least the concept of viral back in 2005. Because he was a staff employee at The 
Houston Chronicle, he made his usual paycheck. The pictures were worth way more. 

My grandma also watched a show about a paparazzi agency called Frauder- 
Riffling. That's a fake name because Frauder is a snake and he might want to sue me or 
some shit. Riffling is the one who is now dead. That's the first agency I worked for. 

Juan Gabriel plus grandma watching the paparazzi show and recommending 
Gato to pursue the job was what made Gato go for it. He contacted Frauder-Riffling to 
work for them. The agency flew him to Los Angeles for a one-week test trial of his skills. 
He passed and they offered him a job. He flew back to Houston, packed everything into 
his shitty car, and drove to Los Angeles. 

In the meantime, I was living the college life as a sophomore. A virgin 
sophomore at it. I finally met a girl through MySpace who became my girlfriend 
and took my virginity away. But she was never my girlfriend because she had other 
boyfriends and cheated on us on all. To this day, | still love her (and she knows it). 
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Why do I bring her into this? 

Because I can. 

‘And because I made that girl buy a People Magazine while I was back home in 
Mexico. The magazine had Gato’s first published picture as a paparazzo. It was Renee 
Zelwegger walking through the airport. Not a very good picture, towards the end of the 
magazine. My ex-girlfriend bought the magazine, but I never saw her again. It was just 
cool to have a brother who was a paparazzo, yet I didn’t care much or talk to him about 
all his celebrity experiences. 

Junior year of college fucking sucked. I was heartbroken through it all. I don't 
just know that by the end of it, I didn’t go 


even remember talking to Gato that year. 
back to Mexico. I went to Los Angeles. 

1 arrived at LAX near midnight in the summer of 2007 through Sun Country 
Airlines. I remember the ticket was less than $150 and I arrived at Terminal 3.1 didn’t 
know LAX was going to become the place I would spend most of my LA life 

1 know that place by memory. In that same terminal | arrived, I shot hundreds 
of celebrities. Shia LaBeouf comes to mind because one of the several times I saw 
him, he walked through the same doors I arrived at. Except he didn’t walk to baggage 
claim, he ran up the escalator in the opposite direction. His pick-up limo was waiting 
at departures, not arrivals. That sneaky fuck. It was Monica's well-orchestrated plan. 
Monica was a greeter who started working at LAX in 1986, the year I was fucking 
born. Greeters are people at LAX who work with celebrities to guide them through 
the airport, handle their bags, coordinate with drivers, and in many cases, avoid the 
paparazzi. 

Upon my arrival, Gato was holding the camcorder to my face with a flashlight 
attached. He started interviewing meas if was acelebrity. I’m a shy dude, so I just told 
him to stop, yet he kept bothering me. That same camcorder is the one I used for Ryan. 
Phillippe. That same camcorder produced the first video I ever sold. 

Victoria Beckham at... you guessed it, LAX. 

The Beckhams moved to America when David started playing for the LA Galaxy. 
They also tried their luck with a reality show, “Coming to America.” That was a great 
80s movie, but what a shit reality show. That shit flopped quick. Probably because Posh 


Spice is not that interesting. 

This is how it went down. 

She arrived at Tom Bradley International. That terminal is between Terminal 3 
and Terminal 4. Terminal 3 is the one that had Sun Country Airlines (as well as Virgin 
and Alaska). Terminal 4 is all American Airlines and a major hub for celebrity travel. 
Tom Bradley was also a shitshow. International travel news spreads fast, as soon as a 
celebrity leaves the UK or any other international airport, it is easy to assume that there 
isa chance they'll end up in Tom Bradley. 

Everyone knew about Victoria Beckham's arrival and the time. She was shot 
leaving Heathrow, her flight was obvious, and it was more obvious because she had a 
camera crew for the reality show. 

There were over 200 people with cameras (video and stills) at Tom Bradley that 
day. At least a dozen of them were with the show. So this was not a very exclusive 
situation. A gangbang of epic proportions. And when there are so many people with 
cameras at one spot, more people appear. Tourists get excited and they grab their 
cameras. 

What a fucking shitshow. 

Fuck LA. 

Fuck LAX. 

Fuck tourists and celebrities and photographers and greeters. 

Victoria Beckham came out and walked up the ramp with her entourage. 
Everyone jumped to take pictures and film or get whatever they could. It was a mess. 

She walked back down the ramp, hid for a second, and came back out again for 
better angles and more of a shitshow. Just a huge mass of people trying to get close to 
her to snap a picture while security pushed the masses back. 

Tm a lanky dude. Without making much of a mess, I stretched my arm in 
between the midst of people and had my camcorder near her face. Though there were a 
bunch of other cameras there, I got a great angle. 

But that’s not what sold the video. Right behind me, a gay black man was yelling: 
“Jesus loves you Victoria,” over and over. That voice clip and my angle of Victoria’s face 
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was what made the sale. I don’t think Gato got any pictures. He was not the kind to push 
around the gangbang for a non-exclusive shot. 

My video was sold. 

I was just 20 years old. The blog JustJared was the first one to run it. 

HOLY FUCK! 

I just Googled it and there it is still. It still exists. And there’s a picture of me 
holding the camcorder and I’m behind homeless Rick. And behind me, a dude trying to 
take pictures with a disposable camera. 

Fuck homeless Rick. 

That's another paparazzo dude who always looked like a beach bum, spat when 
he talked, always jumped you, and gave 0 fucks about the rules. 


Victoria was wearing a classy black suit with a fedora-type hat. 1 don’t know my 
fashion. Go lookit up. And you'll see me wearing a brown hoodie holding the camcorder 
and I still have my lip ring on. 

Idon’t recall the rest of the day or that week or anything. All | recall is that Gato’s 
bosses were happy that they sold the stupid video. Because Gato took pictures, they 
wondered who did the video and Gato introduced me to them. They gave me a check 
for $500 and instructed me to keep working with Gato for $500 a week, as a general 
assistant to Gato and doing video when I can. 

$500 when youare a broke college student was alot of fucking money. 

Fuck yeah! I was going to take the $500 a week to help Gato. 

What a fucking summer that was... 
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CHAPTER 3. BRITNEY SPEARS. 


Today is my birthday. I was born on May 16, 1986. The same date as Megan Fox. So it’s 
Megan Fox's birthday as well. Happy birthday, Megan Fox. We are 34 now. 

I told her this at LAX once. She was with Brian Austin Green walking over the 
bridge on Terminal 3 and I had them exclusive. I told her that we shared the same 
birthday and yelled May 16, 1986! She ignored me. They both did, but they smiled a bit, 
which was rare for them. The greeter later told me that Megan Fox asked what I meant, 
and I told him exactly that, we have the same birthday. That was the end of it. 

The day after the Victoria Beckham video sold was also my birthday. To 
celebrate, Gato took me to a Cafe Sushi close to the Beverly Center in West Hollywood. 
I knew no one in Los Angeles, so Gato invited two of his friends, Darcy and Kim, who 
just recently graduated from college. They were a year or two older than me. Darcy was 
a beautiful redhead of short stature with an amazing body and a perfect white smile. 
Kim was of Korean descent, also with a rocking body, but with a sour face that shouts 
bitchiness from a distance. Nonetheless, they were two very attractive girls to go out 
and party with. 

We ate and drank a lot, and I got a free drink and cake. I remember the tab 
being over $270, the most expensive outing I’ve ever had and Gato paid for everything. 
Afterward, we went to The Brass Monkey, a quasi-famous Karaoke bar in Koreatown. 
After plenty of more drinks, I decided on doing something horrible and tried singing 
Karaoke. I chose to sing "Going the Distance" by Cake and Gato was going to help me 
out. We were beyond awful at it that the DJ had to help us out throughout most of the 
song (we sounded like two Russians trying to rap in English). When we were done, two 


Latina girls took the stage and sang Thalia’s “Maria Mercedes”. 

We went back to our table where Darcy and Kim were still drinking. I don’t 
remember if they sang anything, but I remember trying to make a move on Kim. She 
said I was too young for her (though she was only a year older) and I said that has never 
stopped me before. She challenged me to hit on any of the older women in the bar. She 
said that I didn’t have any game (and I didn’t), but I was drunk and I took the challenge. 
The Latina girls were done singing and were sitting at the bar. I told Kim that I would 
hook up with the pretty one by the end of the night, took a drink of courage, and headed 
her way. 

I went up to them and started speaking Spanish and playfully made fun of their 
horrible performance of Thalia. One thing led to another, quickly... though I barely 
remember what happened. I remember making out with her at the bar, and that she 
was much older than me. She said something about never kissing a guy witha lip ring. 
“Want to find out?” I used that line frequently. Then, the bar was closing, so we had to 
leave and suddenly we started making out in the parking lot. There, in the parking lot, 
I puked up a bunch of the sushi I had. Before I got into Gato's car, I decided to go with 
the girls instead of going back home. I don’t remember the rest of the night or how I got 
back home; all I know is that I left my favorite hoodie in the girl’s car and that it was 
daylight out. 

I woke up hungover and disoriented on the couch, not knowing the hour. Gato 
had packed his bags and told me he had to catch a flight. It was work-related, though he 
wouldn’t tell me where he was going, who he was photographing, or why so quickly. He 
didn’t want to leave me in Los Angeles by myself stuck in an apartment with no car, so 
he asked the bosses if they could rent me a car while he was away. I have no idea why 
they agreed to do it. We went to Enterprise Rent-a-car in Beverly Hills. Gato rented a car 
with his license, as I was not old enough to rent a car. Not only that, but I also didn’t 
have an American license and my Mexican license had expired. He rented a silver Dodge 
Magnum, then gave me some extra cash and I drove him to the airport. And there I was 
in Los Angeles, freshly 21 years old with a rented car paid by the photography agency 
and with some cash in my pocket. I was supposed to be on a hunt for ajob or celebrities. 
Instead, I met a girl Tused to talk to through MySpace. 
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Her name was Yorba-Linda, better known as Yobi for short, and short she was. 
She was Peruvian, petite, caramel-skinned, with long black hair. She was obsessed 
with celebrity culture (and Justin Timberlake), so having a brother in the business of 
stalking them and that I had a close encounter with two of them made her completely 
fall for me. Ispend the rest of my week with her. 

Gato called me two days later from Cabo San Lucas to see how I was doing by 
myself, and to finally tell me what he was up to. Jessica Simpson was in Cabo San Lucas 
with John Mayer and it was Gato’s mission to get them together. He told me he was 
coming back in a couple of days, once he completed his mission. 

Acouple of days later, 1 picked him up from LAX. He didn't complete his mission. 
He did get some pictures, but they weren’t good enough to be a huge sale like it could 
have been. 

The rest of my summer days in 2007 were filled with seeing a different celebrity 
every day. Sometimes they sent us on special missions or toa certain celebrity’s address 
to do a stakeout. My memory is pretty vague of all the people I saw. The pictures and 
videos have been lost because I didn’t own a computer back then, and I wasn’t officially 
working as a paparazzo. I was more of a trainee. A few big things did happen though; I 
learned how to work a still-photography camera thanks to Gato and other co-workers. 
Iencountered a lot of celebrities, got to be part of “big” moments in celebrity history, 
and got to know Los Angeles as a 21 year old. Most importantly, I was making money, 
having fun, and creating great stories to tell. 

Amongst those stories are my encounters with celebrities on a number of 
occasions. Britney Spears in Las Vegas and a few different locations, Paris Hilton when 
she was going tojail, Nicole Richie while pregnant with her first kid. Hugh Jackman and 
his wife were my first print on still photography. I had a chat with Travis Barker, and 
many more. 

Britney, Britney, Britney..... The crazy Britney Spears of 2007. She was dating 
a paparazzo, she talked in different accents, her life was a circus, and I was there on 
several occasions taking her picture and/or filming her. I even tried hitting on her... it 
didn’t work. From all the times I saw her, the most interesting story of them all is when 
I didn’t get to see her. 


After working a couple of weeks, mostly at LAX and hunting for celebrities out 
in the open, I got my first travel job offer. Britney Spears went to Las Vegas and was 
staying at The Wynn. The information, our agency told us, was exclusive. Our agency 
booked a flight for myself, Gato, and a co-worker by the name of Ivan. Ivan was a white 
kid from the Midwest that was new to the job but wanted to be the best at it. It was his 
dream to make a lot of money as a paparazzo. He worked harder than anyone else I met 
in the business. Needless to say, he was excited to fly to Las Vegas to work. I was excited 
to go to Las Vegas not only for Britney, but because I just turned 21 and going to Las 
Vegas seemed perfect. 

‘We flew late in the afternoon. Gato barely made it to the flight. I remember I 
stayed at the gate telling the flight attendants that Gato was on his way and they kept 
the gate open for a couple more minutes than they were supposed to, delaying the 
flight. As soon as we got to Las Vegas I spent my first dollar gambling ona slot machine 
in the airport. I was amazed at how they push the gambling culture right off the bat 
with alot of slot/poker machines in the very same airport with a lot of people gambling. 
It’s so on your face! 

‘We rented a car and headed to the Wynn hotel, where Britney was staying with 
her kids. We booked a room for the night and started looking for her shortly after 
booking. It was past 9 p.m., so we split up and searched the hotel for any sign of Britney. 
Ivan stayed at the lobby in case she left the hotel. We looked for her until past midnight, 
when the bosses called to update us on her information. The details were sketchy, but 
we knew that she checked in the hotel that same day and that she was still there, 
according to their sources. We kept looking for a couple more hours when they called 
again and told us she was gone. We had no idea what happened and how we missed her. 

The next morning we found out what happened. Another paparazzo found her 
in the hotel earlier in the day before we even flew to Las Vegas. While we were on our 
way, the competition was already taking Britney’s picture, though it didn’t go well for 
him. Britney’s bodyguard ended up attacking the photographer, got Britney in trouble 
with the hotel, and she got kicked out. 

All our work was for nothing. She was gone before we even got there. I didn’t care 


since I got a free ticket to Las Vegas, but Ivan was devastated. It was his first travel job 
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and he wanted to get pictures (he bought a six-pack of Red Bull just for the occasion). 
He didn’t handle the news of her not being there very well and started drinking heavily. 
Ijoined him and we drank whiskey with Red Bulls while we waited for our agency to 
booka flight back. We just drank and walked on the Vegas Strip in 104-degree weather. 
We hit several casinos and kept drinking and gambling (Ivan mostly kept on drinking) 
until finally, they booked a flight back for us that afternoon. I lost over $200. Gato spent 
$10na slot machine and made $122 (numbers are made up, but something like that). 
Once at the airport, we found out that our flight back to Los Angeles was delayed for 
more than 5 hours, so we continued drinking. I played video blackjack in Las Vegas 
Airport and recovered a bit of cashback (like $40). We made it home extremely drunk 
and tired. 

1 saw Britney on multiple occasions that summer (I saw her extensively 
throughout my career, like many other celebrities). Every time 1 saw her, a lot of 
paparazzi were surrounding her and I was one more of the bunch. One of those times, 
she drove into a CVS parking lot while being chased by a couple of dozen cars filled with 
paparazzi. She drove in circles and pretended to jump out of the car. All the paparazzi 
would jump out of their cars, but Britney would just get back into her car and start the 
circus again. 

1 also remember seeing her at the Beverly Glen Center. Besides doing video, 
my agency gave me a camera to start training as a real paparazzo (a 30D with a 
17-40mm/4.0 with an off-camera flash mounted on a Chinese made bracket). She went 
inside some store wearing a green dress with two straps. When she came out, one strap 
was broken and tied loosely on the other side. That was the news that day. She was also 
speaking with a British accent for no reason. 

Further along in my career, my favorite Britney story has nothing to do with 
her. It was one of those moments that no one witnesses but oneself, so no one will 


believe me, but I still like telling the story. This was in 2010, I worked with a different 


agency and had different cameras (the previous D3 I mentioned). As a paparazzo (or as 
a photographer in general) I don't like walking with my camera being obvious, so I hide 
them in non-camera bags. That Nikon was in a shitty Bob Marley tote bag that I got in 
college. 

It was a gangbang at LAX for Britney on a late afternoon on Terminal 4. I 
was on the bridge scouting the whole area since there are many ways to make it 
through the airport unseen. Almost all the paparazzi were running after each Escalade 
limousine on the middle level in case it was Britney. The car with Britney took her to 
the “secret doors” at the end of Terminal 4, before Terminal 5. There is an “employee 
only” entrance between the terminals that they use to sneak in celebrities directly to a 
secondary security inspection room. That's what they were doing with Britney. 

The gangbang was ready by the secret doors. I was 100-yards away by the bridge. 
I ran towards the gangbang and my shitty Bob Marley tote bag snapped. Before the 
camera hit the ground, I swung my left arm behind me and caught it by the lens inches 
before hitting the pavement. Have you ever been in the shower with your eyes closed, 
the soap goes flying, and you miraculously catch it? It was like that. 

After catching the camera, I still managed to squeeze myself in the middle of the 
gangbang and snap a few great pictures of Britney. A photographer from the agency 
“Splash” got almost the same frame and those are the ones I remember that sold better. 

I also saw her once at dawn, again at LAX. That time was Terminal 5 and 
some photographers from X17Online had better intel than me and got better pictures. 
Another time, her arriving again at Terminal 5 was another gangbang. Another 
paparazzo (I suspect) pulled the cable from my battery pack for my flash that all my 
pictures were garbage. In the frenzy of the gangbang and the job, I didn't notice the 
flash wasn't going off. I think it was that Ninja paparazzo I’m still friends with. You'll 


know who you are when you read this, you fucker. 
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CHAPTER 4. HUGH JACKMAN. 


Almost all of that chapter about Britney was copy/pasta from my blog with some 
editing. It was my birthday and I wanted to drink beer. I posted over 100 stories of 
celebrities with pictures included. Looking back at them, they are not bad. When I was 
done with that, I continued writing and posted over 500 stories about nothing and 
everything. I have never made any money from my blog and since I’m writing this in 
a book format now, all of the celebrity parts will be deleted. Some pictures will be left 
behind if you are curious about what the pictures I took look like. Go check it out. 

A friend named “GVK” that used to be a paparazzo at the same time as I was is. 
also writing a book, so there will be two perspectives on what the paparazzi life was like. 

Hugh Jackman was the first celebrity I ever photographed by myself with the 
first camera I was given. I didn’t even know how to take pictures properly. Gato dialed 
in the settings on the old 30D for me and I just pointed and shot. I also practiced with 
a 20D and a 70-200mm/4.0f telephoto lens, but in general, I had no idea what I was 
doing. The shorter lens was set on manual settings at 160/8.0f with manual focus 
taped near the infinity symbol. The longer lens was set to P and I was instructed to 
simply play with the ISO. This is advice I still urge to beginners in photography, set 
your camera to P, learn how to play with the ISO, observe the shutter and aperture, 
and learn what P does and how to correct it. From there, you can move on to more 
experimentation. 

Because I was trying to be controversial on my blog, I started writing about 
Hugh Jackman like this: 


Is Wolverine gay? If you do the math... it makes sense. 


There are a lot of rumors that Jackman is gay and there is a reason the rumors 
exist, the man is a perfect specimen! He started his career in the gayest form of acting 
possible, musicals, He is extremely good looking and well-groomed. His wife is much 
older than him and she sort of looks like an alien (at least when I saw her). They also 
have two adopted kids together. Now that I have your attention, I’m not here to talk 
about his gay rumors, I’m here to share my experiences with him and tell you how 
WONDERFUL he is and how great it was to take his picture. 

Hugh Jackman is nothing short from an amazing human being, so who cares if 
he is gay. He is the nicest celebrity out there, not only personally as a photographer, but 
all the stories I hear about him are that he is the nicest person ever. He hugs his drivers, 
he knows all of his staff by name, he tips waiters and servers extremely well, and he 
poses for pictures for the fans and paparazzi. Not only that, but he will also shake your 
hand and introduce himself to you. So I was really lucky that he was the first celebrity I 
ever took a picture off, and I was by myself. 

It happened the first week of July 2007 on an early morning at the Los Angeles 
Airport. Ivan, Gato, and I went to LAX for an arriving flight of Paris Hilton at 6 a.m. and 
adeparting flight of Ashlee Simpson at 9 a.m. We got there 10 minutes before 6 a.m. for 
the Paris Hilton flight... we never saw her. 

After never seeing Paris, we rendezvoused in the airport parking lot to figure out 
how we were going to do the next job. Ashlee was on a departure flight to London with 
her boyfriend Pete Wentz. Because it was a departure, it meant that she was going to 
be on the top floor. I got handed the boring task of guarding the bottom floor, where 
arrivals occur in case they snuck her in, while Gato and Ivan covered the departure 
floor. We communicated a lot. I was supposed to run up in a hurry and do a video if 
Ashlee showed up. 

I was waiting, bored out of my mind, when I spotted a limousine pull curbside. 
Next thing I know, Hugh Jackman is to my right arriving from a flight, and I’m by 
myself with a camera. I chirped Gato and yelled at him that Hugh Jackman is down at 
arrivals. I yelled at him to run downstairs and put the Nextel back in my pocket. He 
didn’t understand me and just kept hearing him talking back on the radio, I knew I 


had no time to lose and I couldn’t wait for Gato to get to the scene, so I started taking 
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pictures. As soon as I started taking pictures I noticed a woman behind Hugh and Isaid 
to both of them “Welcome to LA Hugh Jackman and Mrs. Jackman,” and kept taking 
pictures. I had no idea who the woman was. She happened to be his wife, Deborra- 
Lee Furness. I honestly thought it was Hugh's mother, lucky me, I only called her Mrs. 
Jackman. 

As soon as I was done, I saw Gato running at me with his camera on his hand. 
Panting heavily he asked: “What's going on? Where's Ashlee Simpson?” I told him that 
he missed everything and that it wasn’t Simpson, that I got Hugh Jackman with his 
wife exclusive. He got excited for me and immediately asked me to show him the 
pictures. After seeing what I got he said he could have done better but that it was great 
for my first time doing it by myself. 1 did better than he thought and I got good enough 
shots that it made it to JustJared and other blogs. They credited Gato and Ivan on the 
pictures because they were part of the team, though they didn’t take a picture. We never 
saw Ashlee Simpson and we went home with just the exclusive set of Hugh Jackman, 
my very first set of paparazzo pictures. 

13 years later, if someone mentions Hugh Jackman, I tell them this story. I saw 
him a handful of times after that first experience, each time was at LAX. I still have 
the pictures in my hard drive. I have pictures from March 27, 2009, with his son, non- 
exclusive. Many other photographers were there but Hugh kept it cool and like always, 
was very nice. Pictures from June 7th, 2009, Hugh Jackman holding a big black duffle 
bag looking ripped as fuck as he goes up the escalator. January 5th, 2010 almost 
midnight, and a lot of paparazzi were at LAX. Hugh Jackman was nice to everyone. 
February 7th, 2010 arriving at around noon, he is about to get into his limousine, but 
first, he bro-hugs his driver. My competition ruined the frame by his fatass being in 
the back of the picture. February 24th, 2010, if celebrities arrive at LA they also have 
to depart, virtually the same scene played in reverse. Hugh Jackman gets out of his car, 


bro-hugs his driver, and grabs his bags. A couple of months later, on April 29th, he 


arrived again at LAX, the competition was there, Hugh Jackman was very nice. 

What happens after a paparazzo stops being a paparazzo? 

Well, he continues his life. A lot of them never talk about it. I doubt Gato 
mentions it or even gives it importance. Many were supposed “lifers,” destined to spend 
the rest of their days chasing celebrities. They said Gato was going to be one of them, 
T’m glad he is out. Some moved on and became regular photographers. A friend quit 
back in the day and he simply became a waiter. We shot Salma Hayek together, but he 
couldn't deal with the pressure so he decided a waiter was a better job. That friend is the 
old roommate of GVK who is also writing the paparazzo book. That friend also beats the 
fuck out of me on Street Fighter IV. His Blanka was just too damn good. Whenever we 
talk now, it’s about fighting video games, not our paparazzi times. 

As for me, my life is still in magazines, an industry that is mostly dead. I have 
been writing for the same magazine for half a decade and I also do a lot of their 
photography. I also do beer tours in Tijuana, but that gig is dead in the times of 
COVID-19. The most common job I’ve had in my life was a few years ago as a retail 
employee at a sports store near the border. It is a weird thing to be a regular employee 
and narrate stories of celebrities you saw back in the day. 

Today, a friend who represents a brewery is coming over for a photoshoot and to 
drink beers. Another brewery also hit me up about giving me free beers in exchange for 
a photo shoot. I'm broke and I’m unsure of where my next paycheck is coming, but at 
least I’m getting free beers. 

Nowadays I shoot with a Canon 7D and a variety of lenses. I had better gear 
when I was a paparazzo. But the gear belonged to the agencies I worked for, Inever had 
my own. I could never do the paparazzi job ever again. More than anything because I 
despise LA. But if a celebrity happened to be in Tijuana, fuck yeah I’m going to try to 
get pictures. I still have flashbacks, sometimes dreams, about getting exclusive pictures 


and fucking up my camera settings or letting the celebrity escape one way or another. 
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CHAPTER 5. ANGELINA 
JOLIE, DAVID BECKHAM, 
NICOLE RICHIE, AND 
PATRICK DEMPSEY. 


I posted my pictures of Hugh Jackman at LAX from 2009 to 2011 on my Instagram 
stories yesterday. A cute girl from Texas that follows me because she told me she was 
going to buy my first book but never did asked me why I am not doing the job anymore. 
I told her it's because there are no celebrities in Tijuana. 

The real reason is that the job is practically dead. It was dying while I was 
working it. I lived through the end of the golden era and most of my work was during 
the silver era of being a paparazzi. In the very early era, there was just a handful of 
paparazzi, one of them was my first boss (he is dead already). He would tell stories about 
sitting in a cafe in New York and a celebrity would walk by. He wouldn't even get up 
from his seat, just take a picture, and it would net him thousands. He also claimed to 
have dated Elizabeth Hurley when she was 19. 

When I was working the job, the market was already saturated. Too many 
people doing the job. Making money was almost like scratching lottery tickets. 
Sometimes you would get a killer sale out of something simple, sometimes you would 
make no money for something you worked for days or perhaps even weeks. 


Pete Wentz and Ashlee Simpson's baby comes to mind. One of my co-workers 


from the agency, a redheaded British dude, did a stakeout of the couple for weeks to get 
the first baby pics. Pete and Ashlee were trying to sell the pictures for a lot of money, 
just like Brangelina did with their twins, except no magazine was buying them. So they 
hid the baby as hard as they could so no one would ruin the first baby pics. 

I took the first baby pics. Well, it was me and one of the best photographers 
in the world (he doesn't talk about the job, so he will remain anonymous). The British 
dude waited outside Pete and Ashlee’s house for weeks and never got pictures of the 
baby. Then they went to LAX. I didn’t have their info, but I spotted the Simpson 
bodyguard at Tom Bradley. I didn’t know if it was Jessica or Ashlee, And there they were, 
Pete and Ashlee and baby Bronx Mowgli coming out of an Escalade. They still hid the 
baby pretty well, but we “ping-ponged” them and got the angle. 

More paparazzi or photography terms to explain. Ping-ponging is when you 
work with someone and take different angles so they can’t escape. I was the distraction. 
They thought they were hiding the baby from me. And RAM! From the other side. 
Master of photography sneakily getting perfect pictures of the baby. 

And look. I give 0 fucks about the baby. I don't even understand why people 
want to see pictures of celebrities’ babies... but they do. That picture made over 
$30,000 or who knows. That first agency I worked for stole a shit ton of money from 
me.I was young and naive and $3,000-4,000 amonth seemed like alot of money to me. 
Little did I know they were deleting one or two zeroes from my paycheck. 

That doesn’t work anymore in the modern world. If social media was as 
prominent back then as it is now, Ashlee and Pete simply could have posted a picture of 
baby Bronx at LAX by themselves and that’s a free picture the magazines can use. 

Now that I’m on the Simpson theme, I’ve used this example on Reddit to 
explain how the job is no longer what it used to be. This happened towards the end 
of my career in 2010. It was a similar example as the one before, I spotted Simpson's 
bodyguard near terminal 6, an odd spot for a celebrity to make it through LAX. I didn’t 
have their info, I just saw the bodyguard and a dude named Derek who is or used to 
be an airport greeter. I hid behind a pillar and waited for a good while. And there she 
was, Jessica Simpson coming out of an Escalade. And because it was an awkward spot 
on terminal 6, she had to walk at least 50+yards towards TSA. I had her by herself, 
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bodyguard, the greeter, and her hairdresser, Ken Paves (Ijust spent 5 minutes googling 
Jessica Simpson's hairdresser to find the name of fucking Ken Paves). 

Jessica is usually very nice. Her bodyguard was nice as well. Derek the greeter 
was a bit of a dick, but because I caught them and I was nice, he was being nice. BAM 
BAM BAM SHOOT SHOOT SHOOT! A shit ton of perfect frames of Jessica smiling at 
me while she makes her way through LAX and I’m the only one there. Perfect fucking 
shots. 

After she went through TSA, I hit up Boss-X about getting Jessica Simpson 
exclusive and smiling, he urged me to send the pictures immediately. I drove outside 
LAX to my trusty Starbucks (where I saw Jorge Campos multiple times), edited the 
pictures, and sent it to the office. Boss-X called mean hour or so later “Simpsonis selling 
a lot, we already have a few sales of around $5,000 each.” This was with a different 
agency. These fuckers didn’t steal as much money as the other ones (they tried to be 
transparent). I got excited because I made a good commish out of that. 

A few hours later Boss-X calls me and tells me the sales have been canceled. 
Jessica Simpson tweeted a picture of her playing with a wig and doing different things 
with her hair inside the plane with Ken Paves. That picture not only told a better story 
for the stupid magazines, but it was also FUCKING free because it was posted on social 
media. By simply tweeting a selfie, Simpson ruined what could have been thousands of 
dollars for me and my agency. 

There is no need for paparazzi anymore (as if there ever was). The demand is 
virtually dead. Celebrities post their lives in the empty void of the internet as all do. 

Back to the timeline. That 2007 summer I continued working with Gato all 
over Los Angeles and a lot of LAX. I saw Angelina Jolie in Studio City when she 
was going to film something about Beowulf, a supposedly exclusive tip for the shit 
agency I worked for. Because it was Angelina and they wanted to guarantee pictures, 
they sent every photographer available to the spot. The competition was there, two 
guys that started a new agency (one of them was Boss-X). After they got fed up that 
my other agency was robbing them, they started NPG (and that’s the agency I later 
worked for!). There were too many photographers. I was instructed to do video but 
not block photographers. Angelina arrived at the studio with Maddox in her arms, the 


competition jumped in front of her, got a perfect angle and great pictures, while my 
agency got shit. We all waited outside the studio for a couple of hours until she came 
out again. For her departure, staff and bodyguards blocked the path from the studio to 
her car, No more video for me. They allowed me to take pictures. I used the 20D with 
the 70-200mm/4.0f telephoto (still shooting at P). Most other photographers had the 
better 2.8f version and better bodies. 

From all the photos my shit agency got from all the photographers, they did a set 
with around 50 pictures. 8 of my pictures made it. A few of them sold. Out of a dozen 
photographers, I still got better pictures, and with a shittier lens. I was a natural at this 
shit. 


While driving around LA, on Melbourne Avenue, Gato spotted other 
paparazzi and something going on. It turned out to be David Beckham shopping at an 
Adidas store. The pictures I got weren’t very good. Fucker is sponsored by Adidas and 
instead of shopping like a normal person, he would walk sideways/backward to avoid 
facing the cameras. I mean, you are sponsored by them, might as well let people take 
pictures. But nope. I don’t think David has ever been a fan of the paparazzi. I saw him 
and Posh a lot. They were always a pain. And they had way too many bodyguards. 


also saw Patrick Dempsey that summer at LAX, Mr. McDreamy. I don’t think 
I've seen anything with Dempsey, but that dude was always so nice. Since the first 
moment I saw him at LAX to other times I spotted him in other parts of the city. No 


matter what, the dude was nice. 


Nicole Richie is also famous for some reason and in 2007 she was pregnant. 
People love pregnant celebrities. Gato and I were sent to work on her for a couple of 
weeks that summer. She lived in Glendale with Joel Madden. We followed her a couple 
of times and got semi-decent pictures but nothing great. One of those days, her Cadillac 
left her driveway and we followed it to San Diego. On our way there we figured out that 
Good Charlotte had an acoustic show over at Pacific Beach and that Richie was most 
likely not in the car (we followed anyway). We took pictures of the show on the beach 


(it was horrible) and then followed the Madden brothers to a Mexican Cantina where 
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we got a few pictures of them drinking tequila shots with friends. Shortly after the 
pictures, Benji Madden came out of the restaurant to have a smoke and to talk to us. 
He offered me a smoke, I took one (though I don’t smoke), and we chatted for a while. 
He told us what we already knew, that Nicole Richie wasn’t with them and that from 
there they were going to a friend’s house to a party and that he would appreciate it if we 
stopped following, and we did stop. No one cared about the Madden brothers without 
Richie back then. 

I saw Nicole Richie several more times. I saw the Madden brothers a lot more 
since Benji had his DCMA store around the corner from where I lived (1 almost ran over 
him a couple of times; the fucker crossed the street without looking). In 2009, I got 
great pics of Richie entering the CNN building because she was going to appear on Larry 
King Live (and she was pregnant again). That day was a fucking mess. I worked it solo 
and there was a paparazzi train behind Richie since the moment she left her house. 

More terms to explain, the paparazzi train: a bunch of cars following a celebrity 
(usually more than 6) that run red lights and disregard all traffic to not lose the chase. 

On that occasion, there were more than 20 cars. Whenever there was a paparazzi 


train, I liked to keep a second or third place. Fuck being on first. Fuckers cut you like 


crazy and celebrities drive erratically to try to lose the paparazzi train. Seriously, fuck 
LA. 

I maintained second place throughout the chase. As soon as she parked at the 
CNN building, Ijumped out of my car with my cameras (leaving the car on the middle of 
the street), and BAM BAM BAM SHOOT SHOOT SHOOT nailed perfect pictures of Richie. 
One of my all-time favorite pictures is my reflection on the door as Richie is entering. 
Fucking great shot. 

I won that day. The car that was in the first place also jumped out of the 
car immediately. It was two Armenians. They were known for aggressively following 
celebrities and then overexposing their pictures (they only knew how to use short 
lenses and flash). That other paparazzo got nothing. The rest took too long to jump out 
of their cars. When she left the CNN building it was a gangbang of a mess. The pictures 
of her entering were the killer ones. I won that day and my pictures were on TMZ and 
many other blogs 

The fucking lifestyle of the rich and the famous. They're always complaining, 
always complaining... 
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CHAPTER 6. PARIS HILTON. 


Yesterday was a good day. The world seems to be coming to an end because of the 
coronavirus. It’s almost the end of May. Things finally seem to be winding down. The 
day before yesterday was also a good day. I had a pretty friend come over to do a photo 
shoot. I had another photoshoot the Sunday before that, a sexy one that went very well. 
34-years-old and many years after being a paparazzo, I have a photo studio in Tijuana. 
‘My life has been weird. 

I’m pretty much always broke. Not like other paparazzi that evolve into better 
things, I turned into an alcoholic writer who does YouTube videos about drinking beer. 
I was very worried that my car wouldn’t pass smog, just one more problem to the 
mounting problems of 2020. I crossed the border just for that reason. My Donatella 
made it. That’s the name of my green 2001 Grand Vitara Suzuki. Ihave two more years 
of a registered and smog checked car. Shitty car, but feels wonderful. 

Paris Hilton was always a good day. Paris always made a shitty day better. I 
saw Paris a shit ton of times through my paparazzo years and it was almost always a 
pleasure to see her. Only one time she ran away from me because she was in her pajamas 
and no make-up. The rest of the time it was the easiest shooting you can imagine and 
easy money. Paris is nothing without the paparazzi and she knows it. Nicky doesn’t like 
them much. Mr. Hilton was always nice, and so was Mrs. Hilton. Yeah, even millionaires 
travel together in commercial airlines. I got them all together arriving on a Southwest 
flight once... those fuckers didn’t even have 1st class. 

I saw Paris in the summer of 2007 a bunch. I was still an apprentice under Gato. 
That summer is when she went to jail for a brief period. It was a media feeding frenzy 
like no other. Beyond a gangbang. Hundreds of people waited outside of Paris’ house 


waiting for her arrest. I blogged about it in 2012: 


Back in June 2007, when I was still an amateur paparazzo and only worked 
doing video, I covered the Paris Hilton story with Gato and so did a million others. Paris 
lived in Kings Road a block up Sunset boulevard. She had just violated her probation 
from a DUI and had to face jail time. The media, hundreds of paparazzi, and many fans 
sat outside her house hoping to get some footage of her going to jail. We waited all of 
Thursday, June 7th, from early morning to late at night. She never came out. Gato and 
I left after sunset, and the agency sent some people to stay overnight in case she came 
out. 

The next morning, we headed to her house again. More people were there. News 
vans arrived: E! News, ABC, CNN, and others. Midway through the day I started to 
feel sick and left the story to go home and rest. Gato stayed and worked with other 
people from the agency. She came out in a cop car a couple of hours after I left and no 
one got a good picture of her outside her house. It was one lucky photographer. The 
photographer who worked for a different agency took a short break from being at her 
house and walked down Sunset Boulevard for a snack. On his way back he saw the cop 
car stopped at the red-light with Paris Hilton crying her eyes out in the back of the car. 
He quickly dropped his snack and took one of the most memorable pictures of Paris 
Hilton ever. 

25 days later she was out of jail and heading to CNN to get interviewed by 
Larry King. It was her first public appearance after she got out. Everyone knew about 
it. Again, hundreds of paparazzi flooded her house and the CNN building, which was 
only a short drive away. I was amongst the hundreds, or even thousands outside of 
CNN to get pictures of Paris. Before her limousine arrived at the CNN building they laid 
out barricades on the street to prevent photographers from going in. A lot of them got 
pictures with long-lens cameras, but I only had a short lens with a flash and a video 
camera. I didn’t get anything, yet I managed to break my flash. 

When she came out after her interview, her limousine was slowly moving 
amongst the crowd of people on the street. Paris rolled down the window to say 


something to the cameras. I was close to the car behind 3 people. The paparazzi and the 
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crowd were so desperate to take a picture or get a soundbite that they pushed everyone 
into the car. She rolled the window back up and left. In the process of all the pushing, 
my camera’s flash got crushed by the crowd and broke. 

I saw Paris Hilton a million more times throughout my career and she was 
always a wonderful person to take pictures off. She made it so easy and turned 
everything into a runway, though most of the time a lot of people were on the scene. 
I saw her departing and arriving flights over and over and over that my best of Paris 
Hilton is a large collection. I’m sure! still took more pictures of her but Ican’t find them. 


Iremember seeing her in Hollywood several times, always causing a scene. 


Two things about that story I wrote almost a decade ago: I have no idea where I 
got the “photographer went for a snack” and I didn’t write my favorite part. 

I’m not sure if the photographer went for a snack, all I know is that there were 
a shit ton of people up the hill by her house and none of those pictures were worth 
it. It was until she got in the cop car and they drove her down the hill that she broke 
down and cried. The photo is at that corner of Kings Road and Sunset Blvd instead of 
directly in front of her house. Why was the photographer there? He needs to tell the 
story instead of me making up bullshit. All I know is that it was incredibly smart or 
incredibly lucky of him and that I’m glad I wasn’t one of the hundreds that were up the 
hill that got garbage footage. 

The other favorite story is about Paris’ dad. I told you he was nice. The previous 
day, the day she never came out, her dad and mom came out of the house. Before the 
parents left the house, the bodyguards and other handlers that were there told us they 
were not going to answer any questions and to make a path for them to get in the car. 

‘As the parents were coming out, the media frenzy of everyone pushing each 
other for an angle started as the bodyguards tried to clear a path. All you could hear 
were the camera shutters clicking madly, yet no one was asking questions. Before Mr. 
Hilton got in his car, I broke the awkward silence and asked, “Mr. Hilton, how's Paris 
doing?” He looked straight at my camera and said, “she's fine.” Right after that, everyone 
started shouting and asking questions at the same time. The Hiltons got in the car and 
left. 


In my blog, I posted pictures of the times I saw her at the airport. There she was 
at LAX on September 28, 2008, when she was dating Benji Madden. Again on October 
6th, 2008. This time she was by herself and decided to go fake shopping at Tom Bradley 
before her flight. Dozens of photographers clicked frantically with every move she 
made. Paris arrived at night by herself on February 2nd, 2009. A month later, March 
18, 2009, I photographed her arriving with her new boyfriend Doug. HAH! His name is 
Doug. In my blog, I wrote that I didn’t remember his name or where he came from. A 
quick google search about Paris’s dating history showed me she dated Doug Reinhardt 
in 2009 ({still have no idea who the dude is). 

One week later, March 25th, 2009, they departed together and I got pictures 
of them making out. August 26th, 2009, Paris arrived by herself to a barricade of 
photographers. September 10th, 2009, same story but this time she was departing with 
Doug. 

Many similar posts. 

Many similar stories. 

Seeing Paris at LAX was very common. Same with the Kardashians. Same 
with a lot of people. LAX is a never-ending coming and going of celebrities. You can 
understand why, after a couple of years, I got tired of it. 

Iwas narrating my paparazzi stories to the girl who came fora photoshoot while 
looking at some of the pictures in my portfolio. I realized that whoever I photograph 
they could “show off” that that photographer has taken pictures of Paris Hilton or 
countless celebrities. And I havea story for almost any celebrity that was relevant from. 
2007 or 2011. She asked about Cardi B, and Iremember she was no one. I saw her at LAX 
once and I had no idea who she was. Some of the staff at LAX told me I better take her 
picture because she was going to be big. I didn’t bother. | didn’t think it was worth it. 

Ihave so many stories that a lot will not make it to this book. Some insignificant, 
some big, and many weird ones. Besides the crazy Cyndi Lauper picture with her 
chemical peel, I also got Faye Dunaway wearing a surgical mask. Normal in the times 
of Corona, but in June 2010, it was a big story for the tabloids. I appeared in TMZ every 
week, either in the background of videos or if they purchased my videos. My pictures 


were in magazines every week. Ididn't even botherto buy them for my archive because 
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there were so many. Idon’t have any of the pictures framed, Ijust have an old magazine 
with my Lindsay Lohan in Hawaii cover photo and a bunch of clippings inside. My 
paparazzi life was as normal as any other dude in Los Angeles in his carly twenties. It 
was just a job. I never really cared about being a paparazzi outside of work. I worked, it 


paid me money. That was it. 
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CHAPTER 7. JESSICA 
SIMPSON. 


What a strange world we live in. | woke up to the news about the protests in 
Minneapolis over the murder of George Floyd. That’s a gruesome video to digest. 

Where will you be when the world ends? 

It seems to end every couple of years and then recycles back to where we started. 

Here's somewhat of a dark secret in the paparazzi business: Black People Don’t 
Sell. There you go. Hollywood in general is very racist. You have to be Halle Berry, Will 
Smith, Denzel Washington, Beyonce, or Rihanna. The list is very limited (Idris Elba 
included now, but he wasn’t as big in my times). Other than that, the pictures were not 
worth very much. You have no idea how many times I saw Samuel L. Jackson and Ijust 
ignored it because no one is going to buy a picture of Samuel Lucky Jackson walking 
around LAX. It just doesn’t matter. Kerry Washington looking beautiful in a green 
dress translated to almost no sales. The lovely Taraji P. Henson being awesome and 
funny at LAX giving me great pictures, no single fucks were given. Diddy, Puff Daddy, 
P. Diddy, Sean Combs, or whatever you want to call him: completely worthless. He likes 
to pretend he has a private jet so he hates being spotted at LAX. Well, | got news for 
you: Diddy... your picture is not worth very much. I just did it because my boss asked 
me to and in case something happens. Kanye West? Worthless as well. The only time a 
good sale came from him is when he punched a friend of mine at LAX. Besides that, the 
reaction to having Kanye West on my list was: “Not worth it. He isa dick, anyway.” 

I get a lot of hits on my blog because people search “Donald Faison’s dick.” In one 
of my blog posts, mentioned him, Zach Braff, and Bob Saget (and how he sucks dick for 


coke). Dick and Donald Faison are on the same blog post, people search that, they end up 
in my blog disappointed that I do not have pictures of Faison’s penis. He was very nice 
though. Zach Braff... not so much. Pictures of Donald (without Zach) are practically 
worthless. 

Solange Knowles, no one cares. Laila Ali pregnant (the daughter of Muhammad 
Ali), it gave me some sales, but not compared to other celebrities pregnant. Venus and 
Serena Williams, super nice girls, pictures won't sell. Dave Chappelle? I saw him twice. 
He is one of my favorites, never took his picture. It was not going to sell and he is just 
a comedian having a cigarette before a flight. 1 even shot Whitney Houston. She was 
weird in one of those shoots... Still, not much of a sale. 

America wants pretty, simple white girls like Jessica Simpson. That’s the market. 
She’s not even very talented (my own opinion), but Simpson sold. She sold a lot. 

I have nothing against Jessica Simpson; she was always very nice to me. Her 
bodyguard was chill as well. I have never really heard her music. I remembered when I 
was a teenager she had a video on MTV and that’s about it. And her stupid show with 
Nick Lachey... That's... well... heis a douche. Nick likes to push the “smarte-cartes” into 
photographers. He was easy to find in terminal 5 (Delta) on flights from Cincinnati to 
LAX. Vanessa Minnillo was nice most of the time, not when she was with Nick. Fucking 
98°Degrees. Another band that I know existed but if a song comes up, I wouldn’t be able 
to tell you who it was. 

It’s not that I’m a snob (I am), I just never cared. 

In 2007, I only worked the paparazzi job for the 3-month summer. I fell in love 
with a cute black girl model from San Antonio via webcam (I fall in love every other 
month). Instead of flying directly to Minneapolis to college, I flew to San Antonio to 
meet her. It went horrible. Never fly to another state to meet a girl you met on the 
internet. That was my lesson. I had just turned 21, I had a summer working as a 
paparazzo, went to San Antonio because I had money (and a new Macbook), and then 
flew back to Minnesota for my senior year of college. 

My bosses let me take a camera. They told me to practice and that I had a job 
when I graduated. My senior year was mostly classes for my minor (and alot of guitar 


practicing). Mediation studies, peace studies, war and peace history, and future studies. 
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Those were my classes. People that went to those classes were graduating to work at 
Peace Corps, be volunteers somewhere, or go somewhere in the world to teach English. 
Iwas going to go back to Los Angeles and continue working as a paparazzo. 

Senior year in college was the best year in college. Imagine going back for your 
last year of college, catching up with everyone over what you did that summer, and you 
were a fucking paparazzo. Also, you got a new camera. 30D with a 17-40mm/4.0f, the 
Chinese bracket with the off-camera flash attachment. 

I paparazzied my friends in college. I meticulously saved every file. I still have 
a folder filled with pictures of my senior life. Every Latino party. The Halloween 
party with some nudity. People puking. People making out. My friends, who now have 
respectable jobs, wearing drag (one of them was particularly fond of it). 

2008 senior year was fantastic for me. The economy was in shambles and most 
of my friends were going back to their parents’ house. But I had a job waiting for me in 
Los Angeles. 

2020 senior year is a helluva mess. The world is in a pandemic, no real 
graduation happens. My cousin graduated this year. He didn’t get to live my senior year, 
but he lives part of it. He already has a great job, not as a paparazzi, but working at a 


bank because this dude is a tech genius. 


Jessica Simpson has a book. After my first book, I went to see the best sellers. 
Jessica Simpson's book was up there. 

My first picture of Jessica Simpson made it to print as a double spread on 
US Weekly in 2008. That picture was in the San Diego airport. Nowadays I work in 
San Diego as a photographer and live in Tijuana, after graduating from a college in 
Minnesota. 

Back in LA, Gato got an apartment in the corner of Curson and Rosewood. In one 
of the many comedic clips of Mitch Hedberg, he mentioned he lived on Sierra Bonita 
Avenue. I like to think that Mitch lived on the same block. The boss that died also told 
me that one of Jennifer Aniston’s earlier boyfriends (when she wasn’t famous) used to 
live there. So I like to think that Jennifer Aniston fucked in that apartment as well (she’s 


not cool). There is no proof of either. 


Gato rented that two-bedroom for $2,000 for the both of us. We split it 50/50, 
though he had a bigger room. 

My bosses were ready for me. They wanted me to have a company car, phone, 
and more equipment. My second day in Los Angeles as a college graduate and first 
day into full-time paparazzi mode. The first order of business, get new gear, and get a 
driver's license. I remember both going smoothly. “I get paid to just drive you around,” 
Ivan said. He was happy to just help me through the day and took me to Sammy’s 
Camera to buy gear. I got a Canon 40d with a 70-200mm/2.8f lens, filters, memory 
cards, straps, and a camera bag (in addition to the other camera I already had). It was 
going to be some time for me to get my license and for the agency to approve acompany 
car. They told me to work with Gato in the meantime, but because he was freelance, he 
decided not to work (they were still paying me). My other brother (the middle one) was 
li 


how to use my new toys. 


ing in San Diego. We decided to go visit him and I took all my gear with me to learn 


On our second day in San Diego, the bosses called Gato and told them that Jessica 
Simpson was headed to the airport. Gato told them that we were in San Diego and we 
couldn’t cover it. Turns out that’s what they meant. Jessica Simpson was flying out of 
the San Diego Airport with Tony Romo towards Dallas, TX. We were at Pacific Beach 
when Gato got this call. Our small vacation suddenly turned into serious work. 

We rushed to the airport while Gato talked on the radio with the bosses to get 
the details of the flight when we hit traffic. It seemed hopeless, Needle in a hay type 
situation to find Simpson. Traffic moved slowly and we were a couple of miles from the 
airport. We were by the exit of Sassafras Avenue when I saw a Lincoln Navigator with 
the back window rolled down. We approached it and HOLY FUCK, it’s Simpson! 

We followed the car to the San Diego airport and jumped out as soon as Simpson 
got out. We were coming from the beach, wearing sandals and swim trunks, but 
we started snapping away. Simpson and Romo were checking their tickets out at the 
curbside. Romo wasn’t letting us take a clean picture. Then they walked into the airport 
and had to make their way through to departures. We needed a clean picture of them 
together. Jessica was nice to the camera, but Tony Romo kept shying away. Gato tripped 
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while walking backward and taking pictures, so he threw his sandals to the side and 
continued the action shoeless. 

Gato’s car was left curbside at the San Diego airport with the doors fully open. 
We continued taking pictures for a couple of minutes as they made their way through 
security. When we saw there were no more photo possibilities, we ran to the car 
(Gato picked up his sandals on the way). The car was still there with just one cop in 
the vicinity. Instead of getting a ticket he just said, “was that Jessica Simpson?” We 
confirmed and then showed him the pictures on our cameras. He was ecstatic. There 
was no talk of a ticket or even mentioned any wrongdoing by leaving the car curbside 
unattended. This would not fly at LAX. 

‘A week later, my picture was a double spread print in US Weekly with the 
tagline: “How is dad coming between them.” More paparazzi bullshit... the magazines 


do whatever the fuck they want with the pictures and narrate the story they want to 
tell. Jessica and Tony seemed cozy and nice together, the magazine said the opposite 

I believe Gato got better pictures than me, but they ran my picture. It was my 
first week using the 40D with a 70-200mm/2.8f. I didn’t know how to shoot, I was still 
shooting on P mode and was barely even fucking around with the ISO. June 1st, 2009, 
first week into the job, and I already had a double spread printed with my credit. 1 was a 
natural at this shit or just incredibly lucky. 

I saw Jessica a lot. Sometimes I got amazing pictures of her smiling at me 
exclusively. A lot of the time she avoided us completely, so we couldn't take a good 
picture, and other times she was just surrounded by paparazzi. I have over 30 folders 
and more than 3,000 pictures with her name on from many different days. I have 
thousands of folders with a million pictures of different celebrities. 
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CHAPTER 8. NETA- 
LEE HERSHLAG. 


America is burning and I’m chilling in my Tijuana apartment after a good weekend. I 
should be concerned about the future, but I’m not. June just started. We were supposed 
to begin the newnormal, but instead, cities are rioting. It seems like weird times, italso 
seems that it happens every few years. Sort of like the virus. Some years are stronger 
than others. And we always yearn for simpler times... Times when iPhones didn't exist. 
It was an exciting technology that suddenly became our daily routine. Posting shit 
constantly. 

I shared a Facebook memory post of pictures of Adam Levine and the time I hit 
on his girlfriend. A friend told me to post Jason Statham. Here are those two stories 
really quick: 

On September 8th, 2009, Adam Levine had a departure from LAX to JFK at 3:00 
PM on American Airlines (flight AA 32). This information was my daily routine. [had 
flights memorized arriving and departing to/from JFK on American Airlines. A lot of 
celebrities fly between those two cities daily. 

Standard departing times also apply with celebrities, show up to your flight 
two hours early (three hours international). If I was going to terminal 4 (for AA), I 
always parked on the top floor near the bridge where TSA is, survey the area, and head 
downstairs to my right towards first class. 

And there she was. Angela Bellotte. 

Thad no idea who she was. 


Beautiful women at LAX and all over Los Angeles are common. 


She was sitting where I usually sat to spot for celebrities. 

I probably looked like shit like I always do, but I had the courage of a young 23- 
year-old me. I still had my shitty lip ring on. Shit. I just Googled her and she’s an actress 
now. She was no one when | sat next to her. 

I chatted her up. She was waiting for someone. So was I. We talked and she 
said she models. Well what a surprise, I’m a photographer. Never reveal that you are 
a paparazzo in a city like Los Angeles. In other cities, fuck yeah, they love you, not in 
LA. We sat on the same window ledge, speaking little about nothing, and me looking 
around like a dumb fucker waiting for my celebrity to show up. 

A black limousine with MUSIC plates pulled up (usually an indication of a 
celebrity). I had a feeling it was going to be Adam Levine coming out. I got up to get 
ready to shoot. Angela got up and ran tothe car. I thought she was going to be starstruck 
or some sort of shit. Nope. She jumped on top of Adam and started making out with 
him. 

‘They were fucking dating and I had no clue. 

Her IMDB credentials aren’t much to brag about. She is very beautiful though. 

TL;DR, I tried to talk toa pretty girl, it turned out to be Adam Levine's girlfriend, 
and I got pictures of them. Like many other celebrities, I saw him a handful other times 
at LAX. He was always okay. I never saw Angela again. 

Now. 

Jason Statham. 

I probably saw him at LAX a bunch, but I don’t remember. He is a dick though. 
Or at least he was to me and Gato. I had to plug in my hard drive to find the exact date. 
March 2, 2009, 8:54 AM in my Starbucks. That’s when I saw him. 54 pictures in total. No 
folders of him at LAX, so perhaps that’s the only time I saw him. 

I have folders of all the following Jasons: Jason Bateman, Jason Lee, Jason 
Schwartzman, and Jason Segel. 

All of those Jasons are nice. I came up to Jason Segel once when I was really 
high and I told him, “Jason, I’m a huge fan and I’m really high.” He just laughed. It was 
awkward between us because after told him, “and ’m also your paparazzo for the day.” 
That also happened to Seth Green. He was trying to find his driver. I saw his driver go 
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to the bathroom. I was waiting for someone else and he walked by me. I murmured, 
“Seth?” He said, “are you my driver?” I pulled my camera and said, “Nope, I’m your 
paparazzo.” I thought he would find it funny. He did not and started walking fast with 
his head down. I snapped a few pictures and told him his driver was in the bathroom. I 
was waiting for someone more important; no one cares about pictures of Seth arriving 
at LAX. 

1 fucking kid you not, I have an album simply named “Matilda” and I had to 
google “celebrity with baby Matilda” to find out I have pictures of Michelle Williams. 
Your obsession with celebrity babies is fucking unhealthy. 

That's why we were at Starbucks outside the airport at 8:54 AM that March 2nd, 
2009. Gato and I got great pictures of Michelle Williams departing with baby Matilda 
(we also got pictures of Giada De Laurentiis who was always super nice). We rushed to 
Starbucks to edit the pictures of baby Matilda (and her MOM Michelle Williams) going 
through TSA. While editing pictures, Jason Statham walked in 

lalways went to that Starbucks right outside LAX to edit pictures or for my daily 
coffee. I often bumped into Jorge Campos (a famous Mexican goalkeeper and narrator). 
He was always super chill. He would come over to where I would be editing in my 
Macbook and ask me what celebrity I shot that day. It was very common to see him in 
that same Starbucks on Sunday mornings. He would always pick-up coffee and then go 
to a driving range that is near LAX. 

Jorge Campos “el Buen Brody” did not enter Starbucks that day. It was Jason 
Statham holding a Blackberry. 1 was at “my desk” with my camera and computer 
editing with Gato next to me. It’s like Jason walked into the lion's den. 

The dude is 5’8. I'm 6’4. I’m not sure why that’s relevant except to make the point 
that lam taller than him. 

Gato had a new point and shoot camera he wanted to play with, so he started 
taking pictures with that. I had my long-lens on a Canon 1D (1 went through a bunch of 
different bodies). Pictures are of Jason ordering a coffee, preparing his coffee at the bar, 
and then getting into his black Audi with Washington plates. Looking back at it, I’m not 
even sure why I think Jason is a dick. He might be a nice guy. Perhaps other paparazzi 
told me he was a dick. But in the pictures, he just looks like a short ripped dude annoyed 


that people are taking his picture while getting coffee. 

I’m sorry, Jason. We happened to intersect at some point in our lives where my 
job was to take your picture while ordering coffee to make some cash. I'm sure I saw the 
pictures in some blogs, perhaps it printed. All I know is that Ihave a story about the one 
time I took pictures of Jason Statham getting coffee (it also happened with B.J. Novak 
and Ryan Gosling!). 

And’ sorry, Neta-Lee Hershlag. I know you despise the paparazzi. You were 
my childhood crush. I even watched that shitty movie where you played a southerner 
that hates the number 5 ({ also read the book). 

Neta-Lee Hershlag is Natalie Portman’s real name. I impressed my bosses 
when I had info on Natalie going to LAX. It was their info, they just didn’t know her real 
name. 

I also found out about the band Ozma because of Natalie. They have a song 
with lyrics that go, “If I’m a proper Jewish boy, will her family love mel!” That song’s 
title, Natalie Portman. Ryen Slegr also had a major crush on Natalie. 

‘My crush was ruined. 

I saw Natalie a bunch of times and it was always very awkward. One time she 
even cried while I was taking her picture. 

All I wanted to do is tell her that I love her. I had posters of Queen Padmé 
Amidala in my teenage room and I’m not a fan of Star Wars. 

Natalie gives 0 fucks about that. Can you imagine how many people tell her 
that they fucking love her?! 

Natalie hates the paparazzi. 

And I followed her home. 

That was my first real car chase. Ivan, the guy that helped me get my license, 
quit the agency and left the car he was driving. It was a 2008 grey GTI with blacked-out 
windows with obvious little squares to take pictures. That became my car. 

The first time I saw Natalie was on June 17, 2008. My agency didn’t send me 
to take pictures of her, but to follow her home. Natalie was dating Devendra Banhart at 
the time. 
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It was going to be my first time following a celebrity in my car. They sent three 
of us for the job. The team consisted of a diverse group: Malak (from Iraq), Hamo (from 
Armenia), and myself. Malak was the one to be inside the airport while Hamo and 
myself were to do the following. We communicated with Nextel to coordinate. Malak 
was to tell us the car and what part of the airport they were at. 1 was on the lower level 
for arrivals and Hamo was on the upper level for departures (celebrities can go either 
way). 

I parked near terminal 5, Hamo waited on the upper-level circling, and Malak 
searched for the limousine on foot. Driving around the lower level, I spotted Devendra 
waiting by the escalator. I radioed in my partners and told them] spotted the boyfriend 
waiting for her. They weren't fans of Natalie and had no idea she was dating Devendra 
so they ignored my call (I was disregarded as the noob). 

1 saw her coming down the escalator carrying Whiz (her puppy). Devendra went 
to hug and kiss her and I tried taking pictures from my car. I called Malak and told 
him he was missing all the pictures, He came rushing down the escalator with his flash 
camera in hand and started taking pictures of them in their faces with the short lens 
instead of allowing them to be themselves and get sneaky pictures. They hated it. They 
split fast and Devendra went to get his car to pick her up curbside while she waited 
for her bags on the carousel. I wanted to take her picture, but once Natalie sees the 
paparazzi she shies away and makes it difficult to get her picture. I gave up and went 
back to my car before they gave me a parking violation and was ready to do the chase. 

Devendra parked in-front of my car without noticing. He drove a 500D Turbo- 
Diesel Mercedes Benz. I was behind him ready for the follow and Hamo was circling 


the airport to get behind me. Natalie got inside the car in an uneventful manner. There 
were never any good pictures of them together. 

The chase started. Devendra knew we were following so he didn’t make it easy 
to keep up. It was my first time following and I didn’t know Los Angeles that well (or at 
all). I followed them outside the airport up Lincoln Boulevard. Soon, Hamo caught up 
with us and he took the lead. Devendra suddenly turned into a CVS parking lot, crossed 
it full speed, and went in the other direction. I was too slow to follow but Hamo wasn’t 
and kept behind them. For the next few minutes, I was lost in Los Angeles trying to 
catch up with the chase while radioing with Hamo. Devendra took no highways and 
went straight through Venice Boulevard. I kept getting pressured from Hamo to get 
behind them and help with the chase. I even ran a couple of red lights. It was no use, 
they were far ahead of me and Hamo had it under control. He finished the rest of the 
chase to Los Feliz and I returned to the office to deliver my pictures. I fucked up my first 
chase. After that, I just went back to work at LAX. That day I also got pictures of Scott 
Tan, Aries Spears, and Jennifer Flavin. 

I saw Natalie a few more times. It was never that great and I always felt bad. 
One of the first pictures of her looking pregnant happened on January 4th, 2011. Her 
bodyguard was waiting for her at the arrivals level on terminal 4. She saw me but didn’t 
stress out like she did before and allowed me to take a couple of clean pictures. When 
she got in her car I thanked her but I doubt she heard me. That picture got printed in 
several magazines and even made it to newspapers around the world (I saw it print on 
the New York Post). 
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CHAPTER 9. ASHLEY TISDALE. 


Going through my hard drive and seeing all the folders of the tons of celebrities I saw is 
plenty of fun. 

I posted on Facebook that if you name a celebrity, I would post a picture of 
when I saw them. It has 411+ comments... Not all requests and a great number of my 
replies... 

1 failed on the following: Shakira, Charlie Sheen, Phillip Seymour Hoffman, 
James Dean, Kit Harrington, Cepillin, Ariana Grande, Gene Wilder, Mel Gibson, Donald 
Trump, Timothee Chalamet, Liam Neeson, Weird Al, Johnny Depp, Crispin Glover, 
Aubrey Plaza, Kobe, Harry Styles, Henry Cavill, and more. 

The point is... I didn’t see ALL the celebrities. Many of those that I didn’t 
photograph weren't famous (or were dead). I never saw Donald Trump and in those 
times, I would have considered him a D-list celebrity not worth the time. 

Here are the ones that I did deliver: Jeff Bridges, David Hasselhoff, Danny 
DeVito, Heather Graham, Salma Hayek, Alec Baldwin, Kanye West, Kim Kardashian, 
Miley Cyrus, Jennifer Aniston, Robert Downey Jr., Seth Rogen, Jonah Hill, Shia LaBeouf, 
Jon Hamm, Vin Diesel, David Beckham, Will Ferrel, Chevy Chase, Julia Stiles, Kyle 
MacLachlan, Joaquin Phoenix, Marilyn Manson, Beyoncé, Cameron Diaz, Cybil Shepard, 
Priscilla Presley, Cyndi Lauper, and more... 

The point is... I still SAW shit tons of fucking celebrities. I have never done a 
master list of all | shot. Idon’t even remember alot of them. I saw over 25 celebrities per 
week at the airport. I shot a lot that I didn’t even know who they were. 

I didn’t know who Kyle MacLachlan was. I just watched Twin Peaks so I know 
who heis now. 


I don’t remember the day with Cameron Diaz (I sorta do). 

Some of the replies were from other former paparazzi. They also have a shit ton 
of stories to tell and probably have their hundreds of saved folders filled with pictures 
of celebrities. 

I barely even remember the first day I saw Ashley Tisdale. I’m glad I wrote it in 
my blog many years ago. I took too long to write this book. GVK is also working on this 
book. He used to love Ashley Tisdale. I never found her very interesting. He used to call 
her “Jizzdale.” 

I didn’t know who Ashley Tisdale was then and to this day, I have never seen 
anything or heard any of her music or whatever she does. I have never seen High School 
Musical and now I am too old to ever watch it (and I lack interest). 1 saw all the High 
School Musical kids a lot. They were important. Any opportunity to get pictures of them 
resulted in money. I had a lot of homework to do when I started, memorizing names 
and faces of people that I had no interest in. 

June 28th, 2008, I had been working as a paparazzo for a bit over a month. 
Mostly at LAX. Malak was “training” me in the art of shooting celebrities, so we spent a 
lot of time at the airport. That day we had Vanessa Minillo and Ashley Tisdale to worry 
about. While Vanessa was departing in one terminal, Ashley was arriving in the other 
one. We spotted Vanessa and started taking pictures, but I knew Tisdale was arriving 
soon so I told Malak I should cover the other flight while he kept working on Vanessa. 
‘We split. 1 headed over to terminal 5 arrivals level to wait for Tisdale. She came down 
the escalator holding the most adorable puppy. 

Her mom and her airport greeter (Henry, always chill) were behind her. | was 
nervous about doing all the work by myself. I took as many pictures as I could, and 
ended up taking over 250 pictures. She stood by the carousel waiting for her bags. Then 
waited curbside for her limousine. That whole time I just took pictures and pretended I 
wasn’t even there. I never said anything to her, her mom, or assistant. It was a newbie 
mistake; celebrities are much nicer when you greet them. 

Nevertheless, she was smiling and the pictures turned out great. 

I got so excited landing this exclusive photo session with Tisdale that I felt the 
need to call my boss and tell him what happened. I told him that I just got Ashley 
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Tisdale exclusive holding her puppy and looking happy. I thought I had a great photo 
session and felt the need to tell him everything, to which he replied with indifference, 
“okay”. 

My work was not that important. It was just Ashley Tisdale in the airport 
holding her puppy. The puppy’s name is Maui, useless information youlearn on the job. 
The picture printed in several magazines, especially those meant for teens. It also went 
into a lot of different blogs. 

The next time I saw her was on July 9th, 2008. She was coming back from Maui 
(the island, not her dog) and landed at around 4:00 a.m. I didn't want to work, she 
didn’t want me to be there, and to my surprise, paparazzi were waiting. She covered her 


face with a giant bag the whole time and no one got a picture of her face, except me. I 
rolled on the ground, blind shot, and managed to get an ugly picture of Tisdale looking 
annoyed. 

I saw Tisdale a lot through my years as a pap, a lot of the time in the airport 
but also out in Los Angeles. I used to go to a certain area of Studio City to hunt for 
celebrities. A lot of them were neighbors. Haylie Duff lived two houses down from 
Ashley Tisdale. Around the corner and two more blocks was Hilary Duff's house. Two 
more blocks and you found Jennifer Love Hewitt’s home. Turn around the corner to get 


to Miley Cyrus’ house. The next corner, Steve Carell's. 


Page 77 of 203 - 25% 


PAPARAZZI DAZE: CELEBRITY ENCOUNTERS 


CHAPTER 10. BOB 
SAGET, ZACH BRAFF, AND 
DONALD FAISON. 


June 2008, my first full month as a paparazzo. I took pictures of all the following: 
Lindsay Lohan, Hillary Swank, Britney Spears, Arturo Sandoval, Cindy Crawford, Jamie 
Lynn Sigler, Jessica Simpson, Lauren Conrad, Megan Fox, Spike Lee, Tim Meadows, 
Bobby Brown, Daisy Fuentes, Jessica Biel, Jim Belushi, Lauren Bacall, Mario Lopez, 
Mariska Hargitay, Patrick Dempsey, Heidi Montag, Ty Pennington, William Shatner, 
Zooey Deschanel, Charlize Theron, Laila Ali, Katherine Schwarzenegger, Joey Fatone, 
Jennifer Flavin, Aries Spears, Natalie Portman, Devendra Banhart, Scott Ian, Cameron 
Diaz, Gisele Bundchen, Tommy Lee and Deryck Whibley, Reese Witherspoon, Jennifer 
Aniston, Eva Longoria and Tony Parker, Alec Baldwin, Ashley Tisdale, Ricky Rocket, 
Freddy Prince Jr. and Sarah Michelle Gellar, Bob Saget, C.C. Deville, Famke Jannsen, 
Vanessa Minnillo, and more... 

In my first fucking month. 

Idon't remember alot about it. 

Vanessa and Ashley were mentioned in the previous chapter. 

I remembered Tim Meadows got angry at me because I got pictures of him 
smoking a cigarette. We talked for a minute and he said, “It’s cool if you get my picture 
man, but not while I’m smoking.” Something along those lines. 

Thave no idea why I took pictures of Antonio Sandoval at the airport. The dude 


is a jazz trumpet master. Who cares about him at the airport. But I have a couple of 
pictures of him. He didn’t notice me. 

I saw Lindsay a lot. The shots from that month were not from the airport, but 
she was filming a movie outside the agency’s office. That movie went straight to TV. I 
remembered I climbed on the roof of the office with a long lens and got sunburnt. The 
pictures are shitty. I have no idea how I also got pictures of her at the store. Not sure 
if I followed her or if another guy from the agency took me with him, but I have good 
pictures of her. 

I don’t remember that set of Hillary Swank. She was tough to get, but fun, as if 
it was a game for her to get away with not getting her picture. I remember I ran with 
her and she said, “What are we doing?” and I replied, “We are running so I can get your 
picture!” I saw her a few times and it was a similar experience. 

You can tell 1 wasn’t a very good photographer. For not studying, | did very 
decently. Everything I learned at the beginning was from Gato and Malak (mostly from 
Gato). Malak taught me to shoot everything and figure out later. 

I shot Eva Longoria and Tony Parker by myself. They were both wearing white. 
The pictures are pretty shitty though they are both nice people. 

Katherine Schwarzenegger couldn't believe a paparazzo was taking her pictures 
(she was 16). It was the whole Schwarzenegger/Shriver family without the parents. 

Mario Lépez was cool as fuck. 

I don’t remember shit from Freddy Prince Jr and Sarah Michelle Gellar. I 
remember it was a tough gig and that’s it. 

Britney Spears departing and arriving. The departure was early morning and 
the info was supposedly exclusive, it wasn’t. Britney (or someone in her department) 
worked closely with X-17 guys because those fuckers showed up everywhere. On her 
arrival, it was a huge gangbang. Someone unplugged my flash from my battery pack. 
I shot dozens of underexposed photos. Ninja was there. I still talk to Ninja; he is a 
great photographer. Back then, he was scary. He didn't talk to anyone. He just Ninjaed. 
I remember him jumping in an acrobatic fashion to get in front of Britney amid the 
gangbang. 


Page 79 of 203 - 25% 


PAPARAZZI DAZE: CELEBRITY ENCOUNTERS 


I don’t remember that interaction with Reese Witherspoon or Jennifer Aniston, 
but Isaw them a bunch of times later (especially when I followed Reese in Ojai with my 
ex-girlfriend). 

Ty Pennington, cool guy, I took shitty pictures. 

Patrick Dempsey, saw him a bunch, always nice. 

Famke Janssen, the Phoenix, is tall as fuck. She was confusing (yes, I also saw her 
abunch). 

Laila Ali was pregnant. | did the job solo. The pictures sold but they weren’t very 
good. 

Jim Belushi was a shit shoot, don’t even remember it, but the pictures are of him 
walking fast and looking down. 

William Shatner was nice. He was with his wife. His belly was poking out of his 
shirt and over his pants. He looked extra fat, but he was nice. 

Jennifer Flavin is the wife of Sylvester Stallone. I had no idea who she was, and 
googling people ona phone in 2008 wasn’t as easy as it is now. [had to take a picture of 
her passport to confirm it was her. It was her and her daughter and they were both nice. 
Inever saw Sylvester. 

Cameron Diaz was not at LAX but outside of Nobu sushi place. I don’t remember 
that night at all except that it was a gangbang. | got pictures of Cameron as a passenger 
ina car, She was dating someone new or some shit like that. I never ate at Nobu; I only 
had leftovers that Gato brought once. It was delicious. 

Gisele Bundchen was a tough cookie. I saw her a handful of times and only 
once she looked straight at my camera and gave me a nice smile, I said something in 
Portuguese to her for that reaction. 

Scott Ian was just walking through TSA. Nothing interesting. It's fucking Scott 
lan. 

Aries Spears... 

Lauren Conrad was outside her house. I am sure I was with Gato because he 
loved going to Lauren’s house. He even went through her trash on occasion (he is a fan 
of dumpster diving in general, and LA isa great place to dumpster dive). 

Mariska Hargitay and her family are lovely. I saw hera bunch at LAX and she was 


always nice. Alec Baldwin is a dick, but I got a set of him smiling and being nice and it 
was thanks to Mariska. They got to the airport almost at the same time and Mariska’s 
kid ran to Alec. It was adorable. 

I don’t remember Jamie-Lynn Siegler, but it looks like she was nice in the 
pictures. 

I don’t remember Daisy Fuentes; the pictures are dark and not that great. It looks 
like she was nice. 

People always asked me who was nice and who wasn't. The big majority of 
celebrities are nice, especially if you are nice to them. 

Zach Braff is not cool, or at least he wasn’t to me. From the episode of Punk’d we 
all learned heis a bit ofa dick. Ashton Kutcher is also a dick. At least he was when he was 
married to Demi Moore. She was also weird and mean. 

Donald Faison is awesome. Cacee Cobb was also cool. 

Those three arrived together (Zach, Donald, and Cacee) 

Thave a picture of Donald after walking through the rotating doors in terminal 
4. It looks like he is looking straight at me pointing and saying, “Hey you cool guy.” 
It wasn’t to me, but his limo driver. 1 was standing right behind the driver. Cacee was 
following behind and so was Zach Braff. Zach got dickish right away while Donald was 
being cool as fuck. He even took a picture of me taking a picture of him. I said, “Hey 
man, you wanna trade jobs or something?” He replied, “Nope, but I will trade you 
cameras.” He took a picture of me with a shitty point and shoot camera in the basement 
of terminal 4 by baggage claim. My pictures are dark as fuck. I’m pretty sure the picture 
that he took of me was also dark. If you have that picture, Donald, please send it over. 

Also, Donald, a lot of people want to see your dick. I know this because my blog 
gets a lot of hits in your blog post. In the info of how people find that blog post it says 
they googled “Donald Faison penis (or dick).” That Google algorithm is because the blog 
post is titled “(Donald Faison, Zach Braff, and Bob Saget) He Sucks Dick for Coke.” 

This is how it happened. 

After shooting the guys from Scrubs, I noticed two white girls freaking out. One 
was fanning the other white girl, the other was sitting down almost in tears, as white 
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girls do when they are overly excited. I thought they saw you guys. You know, Zach is Ifyou don’t get that joke, you need to watch Half Baked. 
hot and so are you. And if you never watched Bob Saget’s stand-up, get ready for a way different Mr. 
I went up to them and asked what was up. Tanner. In one of his stand-ups, he even mentions that a lot of people yell that line to 


They pointed to their right and said: “Bob Saget is over there.” I started laughing, him. 
walked over to Bob (who was nice), and took a couple of pictures. As he was getting Donald Faison + Dick. 
into his limousine I yelled, “Hey Bob Saget! You suck dick for coke!” He smiled and If you google it, my blog shows up. 


dismissively waved at me. 
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CHAPTER 11. PAUL 
MCCARTNEY. 


I have a long lost daughter. That’s swimming in my mind. She's 7-years-old. This 
comes out of nowhere in this book, and it comes out of nowhere in my life. To sort of 
understand this, you have to read my other book about my Tijuana life. This woman 
that got pregnant told me it wasn’t my daughter, it was “Charlie the painter’s daughter.” 
I saw her three years ago and she told me it wasn’t mine. Now, years later, she is telling 
me that as she grows older, it's obvious that she is mine. But she is married and she 
doesn’t want anything from me. And that she is very smart and understanding. My 
daughter doesn’t want to meet me, look me up when she is older, or see my pictures. 
She’s happy with her other ‘dad.’ 

I am not sure if I believe it at all. The message came from a very weird 
Facebook profile and it sat in my “request messages inbox” for days. It included two 
weird pictures. I don't see my face in her, but I also see it could be. “When in doubt, itis 
certainly yours.” That’s what a friend said, I haven't told anyone besides three friends. 
Ihaven't told my therapist about this. I see her next week. I didn’t send a reply to her. 
What would be the point? What was the point of the message after all...? 

If she is my daughter, well, the way she was conceived is already published in 
my first book. The way I found out is published in my second book. I hope she's a better 
person than I am. 

My life always feels like a mess. My blog is a mess. I jumped from the time T 
saw Donald Faison and people I photographed in June to one of my favorite pictures and 
stories. The first time I saw Paul McCartney. That happened in 2009, one year later from 


the path we were headed on. 

In 2008, my life was also a mess, but I was a 22-year-old living in West 
Hollywood. I slept on an inflatable mattress in the two-bedroom apartment with Gato. 
The rest of the apartment was furnished. We had a black couch that is now in my other 
brother’s house in Tijuana. That black couch... Gato found it in the garbage. It is still a 
great black couch. Two Ikea black shelves were filled with bullshit. Those shelves are in 
my apartment, still filled with bullshit and little treasures like the two original Game & 
Watch from 1985 and 1987. I've had those since I was a baby. 

For the first week of July 2008, I only have a folder with photos of Pamela 
Anderson and her kids. She was wearing khaki shorts and a white top. Her breasts 
look gigantic and her legs fantastic, but her arm and face looked fucked up. Tam not 
sure what else I was doing that week, but because I only have one celebrity at LAX I 
am guessing they had me working other jobs, Probably Jennifer Aniston. I remember 
sitting outside her house at 6 a.m. with many other paparazzi for her to never leave. Or 
if she did, she would go somewhere no one could take pictures. 

The second week of July is packed with LAX action: Katharine McPhee, 
Michael Caine, Selma Blair, David Wain, Harold Ramis, a dude I don’t recognize, Famke 
Jansen, Brett Michaels, Ashley Tisdale, Adrian Grenier, Eric Stoltz, John Krasinski, Nick 
Lachey and Vanessa Minnillo, and Vladimir McCrary. 

Katharine McPhee was always super nice and so was her husband. 

My Cocaine (Michael Caine) was simply pushing his own Smarte Carte looking 
annoyed at the gangbang of paparazzi. 

A folder named “Celebs at LAX” contains Selma Blair, David Wain, and the 
dude I don’t recognize. My bosses got annoyed at me that I would just shoot people and 
send pictures titled “PLEASE ID.” I did that with Selma Blair. I did that with David Wain. 
I did that with Harold Ramis. And the dude I don't recognize. 

Famke Janssen was with her dog and she was weird but the pictures were 
good. 

Brett Michaels was awesome. I used to watch his shitty Rock of Love show in 
college. 
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The Ashley Tisdale shots of her looking like shit at 4 a.m. arriving from 
Hawaii. 

Adrian Grenier arrived with a beautiful model (forgot her name). He was 
filming us shooting him for his movie Teenage Paparazzo. I'm supposedly in the movie, 
but I’ve never watched it. I saw him again shopping at Sammy's camera shop in Los 
Angeles. I was with Gato and we shot him together and Adrian shot us. I also have three 
folders of him at LAX. He was nice every time. 

Eric Stoltz. That’s aname no one knows much about but a great actor. I didn’t 
know who he was. I just remember Malak saying he played a deformed kid in a movie 
(Rocky Dennis in Mask). He was wearing a black suit and tie. His eyes were closed in all 
my pictures. 

John Krasinski looked surprised that someone was taking his picture. My 
pictures are blurry. He was nice. 

Nick Lachey and Vanessa Minnillo. Vanessa is smiling. Nick was being a dick 
(like always). My pictures are garbage. 

Vladimir McCrary. That’s no one. I was walking in The Grove when I saw a 
dude I recognized. The Grove is the mall in West Hollywood, it was two blocks away 
from my apartment. Who the fuck is he?! I recognized him from one of my favorite 
movies, The 5th Element. He plays the human form of one of the dumb aggressive 
aliens. He has two lines. I recognized and shot that dude eating at The Grove. Worthless. 
And I remember being nervous while shooting... He never saw me. 

The week after that: Paul Rudd, Anthony Kiedis with Everly Bear, Adriana 
Lima, Celebs at LAX, Josh Holloway and wife, Kimora Lee Simmons, and more Celebs at 
LAX. 

Paul Rudd, what a wonderful and nice individual. Yes. Paul Rudd isas lovelyin 
person as he is on camera. 

Anthony Kiedis, he was nice though he didn’t want to be bothered with his 
baby boy, he was still just a chill dude. 

Adriana Lima arrived with Marko Jaric. The first dozen pictures are very dark 
in baggage claim. The best picture is her looking straight at me sticking her tongue out. 


It’s a bit soft, the shutter speed was too slow. 


Celebs at LAX include Scott Bakula and his family. It doesn’t look like he was 
nice. PJ Brown. I had to look him up. He looks like a basketball player. He is a basketball 
player. Venus Williams, she was cool. Something related to sports must have been 
happening in LA that week. 

Josh Holloway and his wife. I don’t remember that day. That’s the dude from 
Lost, right? I saw a lot of them. 

Kimora Lee Simmons. Easy and great shoot. She is tall and very nice. 

More celebs at LAX, that folder contains a black woman I mislabeled as W 
Houston and pictures of... Whitney Houston. She was VERY weird. At some point, she 


went to a phone booth, grabbed a phone, and pretended to talk to someone... Without 


dialing or anything. She looked like she was ina panic the whole time. 

The week after that, still July 2008: Mila Kunis, Guy Ritchie, Maria Bello, JC 
Reilly, Zac Effron, Anthony Kiedis, Celebs at LAX, SECRET FOLDER. 

Mila Kunis, the only time I photographed being nice. She bumped her head 
on the rotating doors on arrival levels, so some of the pictures are of her rubbing her 
forehead. She didn’t sign autographs, but it was a nice and easy shoot. The pictures are 
great. I saw her a few times more; she was always mean after that. 

Guy Ritchie, he was snuck out from some side doors by terminal 2. Pictures 
are bad and not worth it. 

Maria Bello departing from AA. Great pictures of her going through TSA. 

JC Reilly looking fashionable, don’t remember how he was that day, but 
fucking Todd is in the back of my frames. Fucking Todd. 

Zac Effron and his longboard, it was a mess. A lot of paparazzi. A lot of fans. 
He was picked up by Vanessa Hudgens which also created another mess. The pictures 
are great though. 

Anthony Kiedis arriving. Same scenario, more paparazzi. I remember trying 
to get his picture without other paparazzi seeing me because they walked by him and 
didn’t recognize him. It didn’t last long. One dude recognized him and then Anthony 
got swarmed. 
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Celebs at LAX: David Archuleta, David Cook, and Gabrielle Union. The only 
thing I remember from this is that David Cook's driver had a sign that read “Mr. Beer.” 
Cook went to him. Nice fake name, Mr. Beer. 

SECRET FOLDER! 

That was not at LAX and it ended up in LAX. For one week, my bosses had me 
working with a Star magazine reporter. Our job was to stake out a house somewhere 
in Los Angeles of a pregnant woman. That woman was supposedly pregnant with John 
Cusack's baby. I followed this pretty pregnant woman through Los Angeles. Because I 
was to remain unseen, the pictures aren’t that great. She ended up driving to LAX one 
of those days, familiar turf for me. I got great pictures of her. I don’t think she ever saw 
me. It turned out it wasn’t John Cusack’s baby. I have a folder with creepy pictures of a 
pregnant woman wearing a green dress whois no one in the celebrity world. 

Last week of July 2008: Gerald Butler, Gillian Anderson, BATMAN, Kristin and 
Me 

Gerald Butler, the pictures are bad and it seems like he was a dick, but I saw 
him several times and he was awesome. He is smiling after the flash pictures. 

Gillian Anderson, I had to google her, pictures are of her passing through TSA. 

BATMAN includes Aaron Eckhardt and Christian Bale with his family; they 
were on the same flight. Aaron came out first and it was simple. He walked straight toa 
car that was waiting curbside. 

Christian Bale was something similar; my pictures were everywhere. 

An earthquake happened when Bale and his family were walking out. While 
photographing frantically, I felt nothing. I just remember that after the shoot everyone 
was like, “You didn't feel that shit, LAX was shaking!” 

Kristin and Me is a folder of Kristin Cavallari and me walking around LAX. It 
was midnight at LAX and she arrived on terminal 6 though her flight was on Deltaand 
her baggage claim was on terminal 5. She was lost at LAX. I helped her out. Malak was 
taking pictures of me guiding her through the airport. I liked her a lot. She was super 
nice to me. Then she married that shitty quarterback and she started being shitty to 
me. Or! liketothink it was towards me. I shot her several times and she would go like, “I 
remember you.” Once she asked me to photoshop a huge zit she had on her forehead. 


andI did. 

That’s what my 2008 looked like. Until I got “fired.” 

I posted a picture of my friend cosplaying as Misty from Pokemén on Reddit. 
It resulted in such a controversial post that I made into a subreddit for controversial 
posts. I didn’t even know that existed. 

I started going on Reddit because a friend told me that’s where I could post 
paparazzi stories. I started my account and nervously did an AMA. The comments 
were brutal and very against me since it was a new account and it was a controversial 
subject. I deleted that AMA and started using Reddit as a normal person. Months after 
the horrible AMA and now with some karma in my account, | did it again. It went better 
but it was also very controversial. It even got translated into Japanese. I get hits in my 
blog from Japan that comes through a translation of my AMA. 

That AMA asked me, “Who was your favorite person to photograph?” And 
though I have many favorites, the top person has to be Paul McCartney. I saw him three 
times arriving at LAX and each time he was a joy to photograph. Not only that. HE IS 
FREAKING PAUL MCCARTNEY! 

The first time was February 5th, 2009 late at night. I had no idea he was 
arriving. I was sent there for a departing flight of Shia LaBeouf. That day, Shia also met 
Paul McCartney (there is TMZ footage of them shaking hands). Boss-X was there that 
day. He said, “You have no idea who is coming, do you” He seemed excited. A bit too 
excited for Shia, so I knew it was something bigger, I just didn’t know what. 

Shia wasin first-class checking-in but Boss-X and another photographer were 
ignoring him, looking straight to arrivals. I was there for Shia, so I was snapping away 
at him while keeping an eye on what was going on. Shia went straight to the elevator, 
I went upstairs to TSA security. Paul McCartney arrived at the same time. I didn’t even 
process that it was Paul McCartney, I just saw Boss-X and another photographer taking 
pictures (and TMZ filming) that I just did the same. I just took pictures of a celebrity. 

Paul took the elevator down, Shia took the elevator up. That’s when Shia 
shook his hand. Even celebrities get starstruck by other celebrities. I think I’ve seen 
more celebrities than other celebrities have seen celebrities. 
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T ignored Shia going through TSA and headed downstairs to where a car was 
waiting for Paul McCartney. Paul came out of the elevator, thanked his greeter, shook 
hands with his driver, and then shook hands with people around him. 

Super nice fucking dude. 

Tran back upstairs to shoot pictures of Shia going through security (he had 
a cast over broken fingers). It didn’t even phase me that I just took pictures of Paul 
McCartney. It was after Shia was done that I sat down and processed it. 

I just saw Paul McCartney. 

The next two times I saw him, one was a gangbang, the other one was ruined 
by fucking Todd. 

Fucking Todd. 

On March 26, 2010, Paul arrived at Tom Bradley. I thought I was by myself. 
The greeters were ready to receive him and his car was waiting curbside. I hid behind a 
post to come out when it was action time and to not drive attention. Paul came out the 


doors and I took out my long lens to shoot him from a distance. And then you see him. 


Fucking Todd. He jumped right in front of me with a short lens and a flash. I switched 
bodies quickly to the short lens and flash and Todd did the same. Todd thought he had 
it exclusive. I thought I had it exclusive. We both fucked each other. Todd switched to 
video and started talking to Paul. 

He was as cool as before and started joking around with us. Again he shook 
everyone’s hands that had helped him. Before he got in his car, I stretched my hand to 
say thanks. I shook Paul McCartney’s hand. 

That alone was worth all my years as a paparazzo. 

The last time I saw him was May 25th, 2010. It was a gangbang of paparazzi 
and autographers. And yet again, Paul was nice to everyone. Paul came out carrying his 
bass, stopped, and gave a shit-eating grin to the cameras. He then handed his bass to 
an assistant and started signing autographs while walking to his car. He got inside a 
blue Corvette on the driver seat while still signing some autographs and being nice to 
everyone. And then he drove off. 

That's the last time I saw Paul. 
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CHAPTER 12. MILEY CYRUS. 


Iam sure I popped Lake Bell's cherry. Her paparazzi cherry. I also did that to Kris Allen. 
One of the girls that worked in the office called me and said Kris was eating lunch 
somewhere near my house. Lake Bell was no one when I photographed her in LA on 
April 4th, 2009, my boss just told me that Ihad to photograph her. She was nice and she 
took pictures of me with her Blackberry and asked if I had confused her with someone 
else. What kind of name is Lake Bell? Those are two nouns... My blog jumped from Paul 
McCartney to Lake Bell and then to Miley Cyrus. 

Miley... 

Before we get into Miley, let’s get back to the timeline at hand, 2008. 

And I have to correct one mistake. 

Guy Ritchie was not at LAX. I reviewed the files and it was outside the 
Kabbalah Centre in LA. Madonna was supposed to be there and I believe she was. On a 
different occasion, I also had lunch a few tables away from Guy Ritchie. That was at the 
Beverly Hills Hotel while working on a story about Cristiano Ronaldo. 

August in 2008 continued to be all LAX work. I have folders of the following: 
a pregnant Jennifer Garner with Ben Affleck, Lindsay Lohan with Sam Ronson 
arriving, Lilo and Sam again departing (5 a.m.), Selena Gomes, Ed Westwick, Colin 
Hanks, Naveen Andrews, Fergie, Mario Lopez, Seth Rogen, Cybill Shepherd, Natasha 
Bedingfield, Chris Pontius, Vinessa Shaw, Fleetwood Mac, Kate Hudson, Ashley Tisdale, 
Beyonce (arriving), Beyonce (departing), Vanilla Ice, Pierce Brosnan, John Mayer, Mr. 
T, Morrissey, Michael Bolton, Katharine McPhee, Rumer Willis, Mario Lopez (again), 
Kerry Washington, Alicia Silverstone, Ronnie Coleman, PLEASE ID folder (there was 
never an ID), Colin Hanks (again), Emma Stone, Anna Harris, Janice Dickinson, John 


Hensley, PLEASE ID (it was D.L. Hughley), Ridley Scott, The Pussycat Dolls, Sophie Dahl, 
Kardashians, Alan Alda, Lynne Spears, Seth Rogen (again), Mario Van Peebles, Chad 
Michael Murray, Bill Pullman, Seth Green, Linda Hogan, and Wesley Snipes. 

Jennifer Garner and Ben Affleck, horrible shots, barely even remember the 
day. I saw them both a few more times, in LAX and also in the LA area (their house was 
easy to stalk). 

Lindsay Lohan and Sam. I saw Liloa lot. Her chapter comes later. Sam and Lilo 
would go to a Mexican restaurant that was between my apartment and the office. I saw 
Sams black Porsche there often and it would make for an easy shoot. 

Selena Gomes when she was 16 and I was 21. There are pictures of us 
together, with my arm around her and laughing. She was nice for a while. 

Ed Westwick. It was a gangbang, he was a dick. He is sneakily giving the 
photographers the finger in some frames. 

Colin Hanks twice. I don’t remember the interaction. Pictures are meh. 

Naveen Andrews. All the Lost people were nice. 

Fergie. Fergie is a lovely person. I followed her to Playa del Carmen with Gato. 
That comes later. 

Mario Lopez. Super chill dude. I also have my picture with him. He was going 
for a fist bump but I had my arm around him. I'm holding my 30D with the Chinese grip 
and my pits are swampy and I’m wearing a graphic shirt too small for me depicting a 
girl holding a leash attached to Brachiosaurus getting electrocuted by overhead electric 
wires. 

Seth Rogen. He wasn’t very nice like he seems in his movies. Saw him a few 
times. Always a bit of a dick, not sure if just against the paparazzi or to any interaction 
with him. 

Cybill Shepherd. I had no idea who she was. She dated Elvis! She was loving 
the attention and was hilarious. 

Natasha Bedingfield. I saw her a ton. Always a super lovely lady. In the 
pictures, she is greeting me and being all-around a nice person. 
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Chris Pontius said, “I am not who you think I am.” He was doing kickflips 
outside terminal 2. “Oh I know who you are Party Boy,” I told him. He proceeded to get 
into a shitty grey Honda Civic. 

Vinessa Shaw. I had no idea who she was. She was not on my list. I just 
recognized her (because I love Hocus Pocus). She was at LAX dropping someone off. She 
didn’t notice me taking pictures. 

The folder is labeled Fleetwood Mac, but it’s just Mick. Tall dude. Saw him a 
few times. 

Kate Hudson. It was a gangbang on Tom Bradley International. 

Ashley Tisdale, one of the many encounters of her at LAX with her mom and 
her puppy. 

Beyonce arriving and departing with the same outfit. Her bodyguards are 
major dicks and like to push around. I almost tripped down the stairs of AA. [just upped 
the shadows on my frame and Beyonce is looking directly at me behind her shades. 

Vanilla Ice or Robert Matthew Van Winkle. He was at the same time as 
Beyonce. There are only a couple of pictures of him and he seems happy to be 
recognized. 

Pierce Brosnan, saw him a bunch at the airport. My favorite Bond because I 
loved GoldenEye the video game. Nice sarcastic dude. 

John Mayer. I saw him a bunch. Sometimes he would be nice, sometimes he 
would be a dick. On this occasion, he was a major dick. And Beyonce was departing 
at the same time. The blogs ran pictures that had Mayer (in a black hoodie, not 
recognizable) standing next to Beyonce. 

Mr. T was just walking around the airport. I have pictures of fans and airport 
staff taking pictures with him. He looked exactly like Mr. T. He was wearing an 
American bandana with sunglasses on top (it was night time) and he was wearing a 
black gym shirt. He was saying classic Mr. T stuff to fans and people around him. 

Morrissey. 1 only saw him that one time. And check this out. 1 HAD NO 
FUCKING CLUE WHO HE WAS! I knew who The Smiths were, I just didn’t know 
what Morrissey looked like. And I ruined an exclusive. It was Boss-X’s exclusive. He 


was hiding behind one of the big pillars at arrivals level on Tom Bradley and seemed 


nervous. There were a ton of paparazzi on the departure level. There was a greeter 
waiting curbside at both levels (departures and arrivals). Boss-X thought he had an 
exclusive. I hid behind a post where Boss-x was hiding behind a post. The celebrity 
came out and Boss-X started flashing. I jumped his exclusive and started taking 
pictures. 

“Holy fuck! You just got pictures of Morrissey,” said a guy I worked with... I 
had tocheck with paparazzi friends to know who that was. There was a paparazzo dude 
with Morrissey’s signature tattooed on his arm. I told that dude this story and he was 
incredulous that I didn't know Morrissey is. Oh. And yeah. Morrissey was a dick. 

Rumer Willis and a new boyfriend. Saw that chick multiple times. She was 


cool. 
Michael Bolton. I don’t remember the interaction, but it looks like he was nice. 
Katharine McPhee and her husband. 
Kerry Washington looking lovely in a green dress. She was smiling the whole 
time. 


Alicia Silverstone got dropped from anormal car and not alimo. She waited in 
line at American Airlines first-class check-in looking tired. US Weekly ran that picture 
in their column “Celebs are just like us!” They wait in the fucking line! 

Ronnie Coleman with his daughter. Ronnie is the winner of Mr. Olympia for 
8-years in a row. The dude is fucking GIGANTIC and his daughter is tiny. I made a dirty 
joke thinking it was his girlfriend instead of his daughter. He didn’t fucking hear me 
because I’m still alive. 

Emma Stone being nice at arrivals level. I think she was just the chick from 
Superbad back then. 

Anna Harris being super nice at arrivals as well. 

Janice Dickinson departing American Airlines. I don’t know who this is but I 
shot her a lot at LAX and other places... 

John Hensley being nice looking like the doll that he is. 

DL. Hughley talking on the phone arranging his car to pick him curbside. He 
proceeded to get on a white Range Rover. 

Ridley Scott departing with his wife. He looks annoyed as fuck. 
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The Pussycat Dolls arriving. Just a group of girls getting into limos. 

Sophie Dahl departing Tom Bradley. She looked confused as to why we were 
taking her picture if she wasn’t on a runway. 

The Kardashian family arriving at AA. That’s the first time I saw them all 
together. 

Alan Alda. I remember he came up to me and asked, “why are you taking my 
picture?” I was with Malak and if anyone asked anything he would get annoyed rapidly. 
He just said, “because you are a famous actor” and kept snapping pictures. Alda was not 
amused. 

Lynne Spears. That’s Britney’s mom. Not sure why I took her pictures or how I 
recognized her... 

Seth Rogen again. He went into the bathroom after arriving and was there for 
along time. I was with a TMZ buddy. Seth came out of the bathroom and TMZ asked him 
if he went number 1 or number 2. Great journalism! 

Mario Van Peebles. I have no idea who this dude is but he was a super nice 
dude. 

Chad Michael Murray and his girlfriend at the time. This is not important, but 
I missed on a huge score while I was shooting CMM. We also had Mackenzie Phillips on 
the list, but we had no idea who the fuck she was so we deemed her non-important (I 
was with Malak again). Well. 
go through TSA on AA. When we went back to that terminal a lot of airport staff that 
knew us told us we just missed the big shot. And oh boy did we. Getting that action shot 


Fucking Mackenzie had heroin on her while trying to 


would have been great money. Instead, Ihave shit pictures of Chad Michael Murray. 

Bill Pullman. A similar thing happened like the Vinessa Shaw story. He didn’t 
even depart, he was dropping someone off at the airport. I recognized him because of 
Spaceballs! 

Seth Green. He is smiling, so he must have been nice that day. Though his face 
also says, “stop taking my picture.” 

Linda Hogan. I saw the Hogan family many times. I attempted to hit on 
Brooke Hogan since we are the same height. Not my type. I’m not hers either. It didn’t 


work. Linda was awesome and so was Hulk. Their controversial shit would come years 


later. 

And finally, Wesley Snipes. Cool as a fucking cucumber arriving on Delta. I 
don’t remember the interaction but it looks like he was cool with me taking pictures. 

Yes. August of 2008 was a month of just going to LAX and no Miley. 

September of 2008 was almost all LAX. There is a folder of Rebbeca Gayheart 
having coffee somewhere in Melrose. Pictures of Jennifer Garner going to friend’s 
houses. And a Red Carpet event that happened at the Grove (with Selena Gomes). 

Same with October. There is one folder in October of Selena Gomes out and 
about with her family. She went to the pharmacy and then to a pie restaurant. There 
was a bunch of paparazzi following her that day. She was nice. 

There is a folder of Rebbeca Romjin at LAX, but we followed her from her 
house to the airport. They had me stalk her house in Calabasas with a paparazza chica 
from the agency. Rebbeca’s house had a private driveway that went for half a mile or 
more, we couldn’t even see the house. We parked at the entrance of the driveway where 
there was a nice tree with a swing mounted on it. I have a picture of me on that swing 
taken by the paparazza. 

I have no folders for November 2008. Nor for December. I have other folders 
titled: Hollywood, San Diego, Santa Monica, and Studio Leah. 

I had no LA friends back then. I met people through Stickam (a defunct 
website that was sort of like Myspace but with webcams). That’s how I met Leah. I had 
acrush on her, but she turned out to be gay (and a very late bloomer). “It tastes like 
pennies,” is what she told me when she first ate pussy. The studio photos with Leah 
were in that Hollywood apartment and there are two other guys in the pics that I don’t 
remember. 

The Hollywood folder is of me and my horrible bright orange shorts street 
performing. I was forced into it by one of those Hollywood Avenue street performers 
who pick people from the crowd to do silly dances. I gave my camera to Leah and she 
took awful pictures of me. I was one scrawny looking fucker. 

The Santa Monica folder contains lame pictures of Santa Monica pier. I was 
bored on my day off and drove to Santa Monica to do nothing. 
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Talso met girls through OkCupid, my friend Marc suggested that website and 
it worked. I met a lot of girls through that, including my tiny ex-girlfriend. Or perhaps 
that was POF. 

At the end of 2008, I got fired by the agency. It must have happened in 
November because that’s when the pictures stop. The agency said I wasn’t covering my 
quota and that I was losing money. I don’t believe them. They took the car and cameras 
and kicked me to the curb. I searched for other paparazzi jobs with other agencies. 
Because I didn't have a car or cameras, they were reluctant to hire me. Gato covered rent 
for acouple of months. 

After not landing a job, I went back to the agency that fired me to ask for my job 
back, They agreed except I wasn't going to be staff anymore, I was going to freelance 
60/40. They let me have my gear back and the same grey GTI (ata hefty price). No more 
LAX work for me. I was on my own. No more expenses covered. 

That first month still contains a lot of LAX. In the months that I worked there, I 
got my tipsters. Gato also had his tips and he would invite me to cover them with him. 
But I also had to work on my own. 

Iliked going outside Miley's house. I blogged about Miley before my blog went on 
disaster mode. 

In 2013 I wrote: 

Apparently, Innocent Miley Cyrus Did Some Controversial Shit. 

It’s so weird to see everyone talking about Miley on the VMAs and what she 
did during her live show. Everyone on my Facebook, Reddit, and other internet sites 
I frequent can’t stop talking about it. I haven’t seen the video, but the screencaps are 
enough to tell me what she did. But how can sweet innocent Miley do all these things? 
I remember back in 2009 when she used to be a sweet teenage girl that everyone 
admired. 

I’m kidding, even back in the day, you could tell she didn’t care. She was still 
underage, yet I assure you there was a lot of drinking, sex, drugs, and more partying in 
her house. She didn’t hide from the paparazzi back then, it was a free for all. There was a 
team of Brazilians that sat in a black jeep outside her house 24/7 because people would 


come out from her house at 3 am... you never knew what could happen. Miley also 


rarely wore underwear, and pictures of her private parts were taken, not on purpose, 
but because she simply didn’t care. None (or most) of these pictures ever saw the light 
of the day, since she was still underage. It is no surprise that now that she’s of age 
she’s doing all the crazy sexual stuff, she’s been doingit since before. They kept it semi- 
hidden before. 

My memories of Miley are great and I'm so glad I’m not in the loop because 
seeing her nowadays seems like a pain. At a certain point in my LA life, I'm sure I was a 
friend of the legit Miley Cyrus on Facebook. 

Acar with four teenage looking girls came out of her house once at around 7 a.m. 
while I was waiting inside my car a block away from Miley’s place. They approached 
my car and chatted me up. They told me that there was a huge party the night before 
and Miley wasn't coming out because she was hungover. I gave them my business card 
and they left. Several more cars left with more teenagers that seemed to be hungover 
throughout that morning. The next thing you know, the girls that I gave my business 
card started giving me tips of where Miley was going to be next and they added me on 
Facebook. I found the real Miley through them, added her, and she accepted. I was too 
scared to post, like, or message her at all. The posts were legit. I would see a picture 
Miley would post of her trying outfits in front of a mirror. Hours later, pictures of her 
with the same outfit in the street would appear in celebrity blogs. Two months later, 
she disappeared from my Facebook; most likely I got blocked. 

Nowadays, I have no idea what is going on with her. The last thing I knew about 
her was that she got a short haircut, and since then I’ve been out of the loop. Now I see 
everyone talking about her and the VMA performance. Instead of bothering with the 
new Miley, here is what she used to be like when I was a paparazzo. She was extremely 
nice at first, towards the end she got tired of it and started hating it. lassume that she 
hates it more than ever now and is probably a pain to get her picture. 

This was on January 14th of 2009. 1 went to Miley’s place early in the morning, 
the Brazilian 24/7 car was there as wellas several others. There was no action until late 
in the afternoon. Most of the paps were gone except the Brazilian patrol, a pregnant 
paparazza chick, and me. Miley came out by herself and took a short ride around the 


block and gave us a perfect set of pictures. I saw my pictures everywhere, but I was 
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outshot by the pregnant paparazza who worked for a different agency and was a better 
photographer than me back then. Still, I saw the picture printed in several sources. I 
don’t think I got more than $1,000 for it. 

I realized that she liked to go on random bike rides in the afternoon. I would 
show up to her place in case it happened again. The great thing about going to Miley’s 
house is that many celebrities lived nearby. Steve Carrell’s house was on the opposite 
corner, Jennifer Love Hewitt, Haylie and Hilary Duff, Ashley Tisdale, Vanessa Hudgens, 
and more all live in the same vicinity. Another great thing is that Miley's neighbor 
had an open wi-fi that was pretty damn fast. I would go to her place to edit and send 
pictures from my car. I got pictures on February 27, 2009. I was editing pictures of 
Haylie Duff taking out the trash (yep, how awesome) and that’s when Miley came out 
with whoever her boyfriend was back then. 

This time the bike ride was more extensive and everyone followed in their cars. 
The set is of more than 200 pictures of her riding around her neighborhood with more 
than thirty paparazzi following behind. The winning picture, however, was one that no 
one else got but me. 

Once she entered the house, everyone went back to their cars to be the first 
ones to upload the pictures online, but I kept shooting. I yelled, “thanks Miley,” and she 
turned around and waved bye. Her two dogs and Billy Ray were standing next to her. 
That picture was the one I saw in several blogs and printed in magazines. The rest of the 
paparazzi also got great pictures, but none with the nice wave and smile. 

On April 3rd, I wasn't working on Miley, I was on Zac Efron. However, Zac 
learned an easy way to avoid being followed. He would go into a movie studio and then 


just leave from one of the seven different exits a studio usually has. Itmade it extremely 


hard to follow him. I gave up and was going back for a lunch break when I spotted 
Miley’s boyfriend, Justin Gaston, at a restaurant a block away from Miley’s place. I 
parked my car in the middle of the street, put on the hazard lights, jumped out with my 
camera, and left the car door open with my other camera and Macbookinside. Everyone 
was already shooting, a lot of paparazzi getting a lot of nice frames and jumped in the 
action. Miley, her boyfriend, and her family were giving it up, letting everyone get as 
many pictures as we could take. When she was getting ready to get back into her car, 
and the rest of the paparazzi got into their cars to follow. Someone gave her a puppy. I 
got great frames of her and the puppy, the winning picture of that day. I returned to my 
car after more than twenty minutes of leaving it unattended in the middle of the street. 
Everything was the same except I caused some traffic. 

A year later, when I was working for a different agency, I was working 
exclusively at the airport. It was June 7th, 2010, and Miley’s popularity was getting 
worse. Luckily, on that arrival, there weren’t that many people there. I managed to get 
one good frame. 

Aweek later, on June 15th, 2010, I had the brilliant idea of taking pictures and 
video at the same time. They were both useless and I made no money. 

Finally, Miley at the airport with her new boyfriend, Liam Hemsworth. This was 
on September 21st, 2010, and the last time I saw her. I saw her a bunch of times and 
I remember one had over 100 people in the airport for her. I made so much money 
that day, not because of Miley, but because Tom Cruise's adopted son, Connor, was right 
behind her. Not one out of the 100 paparazzi saw that, except me. Connor Cruise is 
popular in Australia and I made more than $3,000 amid 100 paparazzi fighting for a 
picture of Miley not worth more than $500. 
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CHAPTER 13. LEONA 
LEWIS. SHENAE GRIMES. 


Ijust watched two episodes of Hot Ones. One was with Ken Jeong and the other one was 
Halle Berry. I saw them both; they were both nice people. 

Ken did an AMA on Reddit. I posted the pictures | took of him and his family 
hoping they would reach him. Reddit called me good guy paparazzo that day. Itis one of 
my most upvoted comments. Here’s how it happened. 

I was on Delta terminal 5 waiting for someone, I’m not sure who. I was 
hanging out with my TMZ buddy and Ken was just waiting by the escalator. “Isn’t that 
the dude from The Hangover?” I told him. TMZ people usually know their celebrities 
better than me, he recognized him right away. 

We approached him and TMZ started rolling immediately. I started taking 
pictures. Ken started laughing. Turns out he was waiting for his parents. He told usthat 
they would get a kick out of paparazzi while arriving at LAX so he told us to exaggerate 
the action and to keep shooting. His parents came down the escalator and I have lovely 
pics of Ken greeting/hugging his dad and mom and smiling to the camera. 

Thad those pictures... 

Ican't find them. There is a gap in my hard drive at the end of 2009, 5 months 
are missing. It probably happened around then. 

I do have the pictures of Halle Berry. They are both from LAX. She departed 
terminal 5 on January 19th, 2009, to Washington D.C. for an event relating to president 
Obama. She returned two days later. She was nice both nights (and it was late at night). 

Both episodes of Hot Ones are pretty good. I want to try all the sauces on that 


show. 

My blog had a timeline and it suddenly disappeared. From Miley, I jumped to 
Macaulay, then to Miranda Kerr and Orlando Bloom. After that, I started rambling about 
my life instead of writing about my paparazzi days. 

Macaulay Culkin was in Tijuana. That's why I suddenly wrote about him. I 
only saw him once at LAX. They told me he doesn’t like the paparazzi, so I hid well from 
him. The pictures are not very good, but Iam sure they would have been worse if he saw 
me. 

Macaulay came to Tijuana twice. Once with his friend Har Mar Superstar who 
had a show at Mous Tache and the next time with his ridiculously shitty insult of a 
band The Pizza Underground. I didn’t see him in Tijuana either time. 

Miranda and Orlando broke up and I found out through The Colbert Report. I 
saw them both a bunch of times. Miranda was super chill; she didn’t mind getting her 
picture taken and she would chat with us. | asked if she had a sister for me once, she 
responded that she has a gay brother. That video made it to TMZ. I also asked her if she 
preferred Orlando or Frankie (her puppy). I'm not sure if that made it anywhere, but I 
posted it on my YouTube channel. 

Orlando was a bit weird but he didn’t seem to care if you got his picture. I called 
him a “wild animal.” I called celebrities at LAX that didn’t have a greeter of any sort of 
arrangement with anyone wild animals, because that’s how they behaved. As in, they 
have no idea where to go or what to do and their behavior was unpredictable. 

In January of 2009, I was broke as fuck. I’m more broke now, but I am not living 
ina pricey Hollywood apartment with Gato (and I owed him a couple of months rent). 
No other agency would hire me and 1 had no leads for any other jobs. I even tried 
donating sperm. It paid $50 for just simply coming in with the potential to make $200 
for weekly donations. 

Getting paid to jerk-off. 

It was a bad experience. It was embarrassing. They gave me a folder of pornos 
to choose from. I went with option 2 without flipping through the folder much. Then 
they led me to aroom with a tv and a DVD player and handed me a plastic cup. The DVD 
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wasn’t of my liking. It was anal (which yay) but the chick had a lot of zits on her ass. I 
finished as fast as Icould. 

My sperm got rejected. 

Low count. 

lalso learned that I was not supposed to wait a week without ejaculating. Sperm 
expires. I should have only waited a couple of days. 

lonly got paid $50 and I still had no job. 

I could have kids all over California by now. And that's how I view my supposed 
daughter. I went to therapy already about this... twice. My therapist suggested that I 
should get a DNA test if I ever wanted to have a relationship with her. I explained to 
her it feels like I just donated sperm. I never had a relationship with that woman. She 
wanted to get pregnant by anyone (read the first book). I am still not sure if she’s mine. 

‘My therapist also agreed that the message I received was ill-intentioned. And the 
pictures that she sent were hella weird and inappropriate. 

After failing my sperm donation and failing in getting any other income, I went 
back to the first agency. To the agency that fired me. To the agency that to this day, I 
suspect blatantly stole a lot of money from me. 

1 looked up an old email exchange I had with the boss. It was me confronting 
him from not getting paid enough. He obliterated me like a little kid and told me they 
had no reason to provide me with a car and gear. I had no proof they were skewing the 
numbers. 

Imade $900 that January. 

That didn’t cover rent. 

‘And I sold alot of pictures. 

One picture was of Leona Lewis. I saw one of the many prints in the office. A full- 
page on GQ magazine or one of the nicer magazines. They always had a stack of all sorts 
of celebrity magazines in the office. I saw the picture I took printed. I never got paid for 
that. 

I got paid for a Shenae Grimes picture. 

Iliked following Shenae. She lived not far from my WeHo apartment and drove a 


black Prius with a bunch of number fives on her license plate. 


She was just a chick on Degrassi. Never even seen the show. I just know she was 
anice girl and it paid me money to photograph her. 

Thave a few sets of pictures of her. The first one is from January 7, 2009. She 
went to Urth Cafe with a friend and we had little interaction. She was smiling in all 
the pictures. January 11, 2009. She is all smiley and waving at me despite looking all 
sweaty from the gym. Hours later, more pictures of her walking around Hollywood. 
And finally, a set of her on January 22, 2009. She went with a friend to Urban Outfitters 
and I have a couple of hundred pictures of them shopping. At some point, Shenae sat 
on the floor, looked straight at the camera, and stuck her tongue out. That’s the picture 
that was printed. 

That's the only picture that they paid me for in January. Not even enough to 
cover rent. 

That month I also shot: Jennifer Aniston, BJ Novak, Haylie Duff, Johnny 
Knoxville, Josh Brolin with Diane Lane, Mickey Rourke, Naveen Andrews, Olivia 
Newton-John, Lauren Bosworth (twice), AnnaLynne McCord (with sisters), Miley, 
Paris, Brody Jenner with Jayde Nicole, Anne Coulter, Culkin, Patrick Dempsey, Denise 
Richards, Halle Berry (twice), Vanessa Hudgens, Kristen Johnston, Brooke Shields, 
Alessandra Ambrosio, Billy Bob Thornton, Leonardo DiCaprio, John Rzenzki, Michael 
Madsen, Parker Posey, Ray Winstone, Nick Frost with Simon Pegg, Helena Bonham 
Carter, Allen Covert, Josh Brolin (solo), Claire Danes, James Gandolfini, John Krasinski, 
Lauren Conrad, Minnie Driver, Clive Owen, Penelope Cruz, Ray J, Salma Hayek, 
Santa Barbara Film Festival (a bunch of actors), Ashley Tisdale, Leona Lewis, Reese 
Witherspoon (in Ojai), and Laure Manaudou. 

Most of that was at LAX. The Santa Barbara film festival came out of nowhere. 
I dated a girl who is a Gaucha (UC Santa Barbara graduate, she was a senior at the time). 
She came with me to Ojai to follow Reese. 

Though my first follow sucked, I got fired from the agency, my sperm got 
rejected, I owed rent, there were no other jobs, 1 somehow went back and made it all 
work. 

That’s a lot of fucking celebrities for just January. 
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Leona Lewis was the first time I did a full job solo. No help from Gato. No help 
from the agency. No help from any other photographers. Just me and Leona Lewis. 

Leona arrived at LAX at around 4:30 pm on January 7th, 2009 on American 
Airlines international, which is still at terminal 4. Her bags didn’t get to the baggage 
claim until after 5:30 pm. She got in her limousine at 5:46 pm. She was wearing a white 
graphic T-shirt with black leggings, red frame sunglasses, and a bow on her hair that 
made her look like Minnie Mouse. 

Because it took her forever to fumble through LAX, get her bags, and get in her 
limousine, Thad enough time to get my car out of the parking lot, follow the limousine 
until it was time for Leona to jump in, take pictures, and follow her to her destination. 

She made it to some apartments in Santa Monica a few blocks north of the 
pier, by where the road curves east, where there are two buildings. She arrived there at 
5:54 pm. I got pictures of her in the lobby. 

I parked in the vicinity and waited for a little bit. Lights went on in an 
apartment on the 12th floor. | grabbed my long lens and confirmed that Leona just 
arrived at her destination. I waited another hour or so and went home with a plan in 
mind. I was going back to the same spot and follow Leona no matter what. I had my 
exclusive. 


I spotted her on the balcony at 12:39 pm the next day. Pictures are not 


interesting. 

A yellow cab arrived at the lobby of her building at around 2:45 pm. It was 
Leona. I followed her to a different building in Santa Monica. My pictures were backlit 
and not good. 

The following day, a similar scenario. Except Leona left the apartment at 
around 10:30 a.m. with a friend and headed to the main area of Santa Monica. I 
have 394 pictures of Leona Lewis and her friend shopping around town. One of those 
pictures is the one I mentioned that was printed on GQ (or one of those higher-end 
magazines). 

I got jumped that day. 

Meaning other paparazzi jumped in my exclusive. I had her exclusive for an 
hour or so before more people showed up to that area of Santa Monica and took my 
exclusivity away. I stopped working on Leona that afternoon after getting a shit ton of 
pictures. I’m not sure if I ever saw her again. She was nice. 

In other news. 

Kelly Preston just died. I shot her once on August 5th, 2010. She was a very nice 
pregnant lady then and many magazines bought that picture. Like my niece told me 
just last week, “Tio Matt, todos nos vamos a morir.” Gato had just taught her that her 


grandma died and that we are all going to die. 
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CHAPTER 14. REESE 
WITHERSPOON. 


I was scrolling through my frames of AnnaLynne McCord and her sisters and I saw 
Ninja’s bald head. Yes. The Ninja paparazzo that I mentioned before. I thought it was 
funny so I sent the picture his way. He replied the following morning asking when that 
was shot. He then found the set of pictures he shot. I’m in the background running 
like an idiot behind AnnaLynne McCord. He and Ivan jumped Gato and me that day. 
They were working for other agencies. We followed the McCord sisters from their 
home. I didn’t even know which one was the famous one that I confused Angel with 
AnnaLynne. The first dozen frames are more focused on Angel. All three sisters got 
inside a red MINI Cooper and went to a laundry spot in North Hollywood. After that, 
AnnaLynne went to a casting thing for Twilight (I believe). That's when Ninja and Ivan 
jumped us. 

About the rest of the frames for January. 

Jennifer Aniston. Horrible pictures. She went into some studio and I got pictures 
of her back and one picture of her foot. 0 money. 

BJ Novak. Gato was driving to LAX with me on the passenger seat. I saw BJ Novak 
in his car at a red light. I told Gato to follow him though he didn’t believe Ijust spotted a 
celebrity just like that. BJ went toa Coffee Bean. He was nice. We went to LAX afterward 
and didn’t follow him anymore. 

Haylie Duff taking out the trash. That's it. 

Johnny Knoxville went to a restaurant with a chick anda kid. He did not want his 


picture taken. It was very difficult and not many frames are good. 


Josh Brolin and Diane Lane, Mickey Rourke, Olivia Newton-John, and Naveen 
Andrews. All at LAX. All nice. Except for Josh Brolin. 

An unrelated future story about Brolin: I was at an Irish Pub in Santa Monica 
getting hammered with my roommates at some point in early 2010. My roommate 
Kelly (a dude) told me, “I think Josh Brolin is giving you the finger.” Iturned around and 
it was Josh looking straight at me giving me the finger. It was very late at night. I took 
a shitty picture with my cell phone because it was 2010 and 1 just got a Droid 2. Josh 
Brolin was staring at me across the bar giving me the finger. 

Ishot him at LAX several times and I got him in the Santa Monica / Venice area 
riding his bike around with Diane Lane. They used to havea house in Santa Monica that 
looked like a wooden boat. I'm not sure if Brolin recognized me at the bar. But it was Josh 
Brolin just staring me down giving me the finger. I’m sorry, Josh. You can easily kick my 
ass. You were one ripped Goonie back in the day. I fucking love the Goonies. Never say 
die! 

Lauren Bosworth went to the back of the Griddle Cafe near Citibank. That 
Citibank is where I opened my first grown-up bank account. She then went to Pinches 
Tacos and got takeout. I was with Gato that day. Gato talked to the manager of Pinches 
Tacos and got his number. After that, he would get a call whenever a celebrity was at 
Pinches Tacos. 

Miley riding her bike around (story from a previous chapter) 

Paris Hilton at Kate Somerville. One of the rare Hilton not at LAX. Again with 
Gato. We had her exclusive but later got jumped. The first dozen frames she is looking 
straight at me smiling. They are all out of focus. For the later frames, she came out of 
the back of the spa and quickly to her car. There were a lot of paparazzi by then. 

A folder titled Alabama. 

My folders were a mess back then. I didn’t even spell the names of the celebrities 
correctly (or even fully). 

Brody and Jayde at LAX. 

Ann Coulter at LAX. Well, that was a fucking weird interaction. I didn’t know my 
politics back then so I had no idea who this horse lady was. She was on my list. I only 


took around a dozen frames. “How did you know I was coming?” she asked. Before I 
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could even answer, she replied to herself, “Someone in New York must’ve told you!” She 
seemed sure about it. Little did she know that there are a lot of ways to find out whois 
in which flight. She was on my list. 

More LAX in January. Macaulay Culkin, Patrick Dempsey, Denise Richards being 
super nice (fuck she’s hot), Kristen Johnston, Lauren Bosworth, Brooke Shields, etc. 

All LAX standard shoots of celebrities being nice. 

Lauren Conrad doing shit in LA. Don’t remember this day. Gato loved all the girls 
from The Hills, I only love Audrina (and Kristin). I was with him. Great shots. 

Salma Hayek at LAX with her daughter Paloma Valentina as a baby. She wasn't 
very nice. She got in her limousine and I pretended to not be around anymore. I was 
above her on the stairs near the bridge. She played peekaboo with her daughter while 
smoking outside the car. 

SB. The Santa Barbara folder and JENNAYYYY! 

Jennie is a Taiwanese-American girl! dated for a while in early 2009. I was a dick 
to her. Then nice. Then a dick again. She loved me. I’m sorry, Jennie. She’s great though. 
We still talk to this day! 

I went to Santa Barbara to see JINNAAAAYYYY! 

Sorry. Every time I think of her I want to yelp out her name like that. She has a 
very high pitched voice. 

Jennie got tickets to the 24th Santa Barbara Film Festival. We went together. I 
have dark pictures of actors on stage and a bunch of pictures of actors on the red carpet. 
I wasn’t on the red carpet photographer's side. I was in the section with the audience 
that screamed their lungs out for their idols while trying to touch them or get an 
autograph. I got Mickey Rourke, Jake Gyllenhaal, David Fincher, Taraji P. Henson, and 
Efren Ramirez (Pedro!). That folder is unorganized and none of those pictures matter 
because the agency had their actual photographer on the red carpet. However, I did find 
out that Reese Witherspoon had a house in Ojai nearby. 

I don’t remember how I got the information, but I went to Ojai with Jennie to 
try to find Reese. Jake Gyllenhaal was dating her so it made sense that after the Film 
Festival; they would get together in the Ojai House. 


I spent the night in Jennie’s dorm and the following morning she accompanied 


me to Ojai. We found a pretty neighborhood with huge houses. I parked on the side 
of the road under a nice tree and walked around with Jennie holding hands. She was 
nervous because we were nearby Reese's house. I told her to just pretend we are a couple 
in the neighborhood. And we were a couple... After walking around, we found what 
looked like to be Reese's house. We went back to my car and parked in a different spot 
advantageous to follow acar. 

‘We spent the whole morning sitting in the car listening to XM Radio. How Jennie 
put up with me, I have noidea. Reese left her house in a Hybrid-Escalade at around 1 pm 
and drove to the town of Ojai. She went toa few boutiques with an older lady I assumed 
was her mom. I took pictures from a distance. I don’t think she ever saw me while Jennie 
waited in the car. After going to a few cutesy boutiques, she got back into her car and 
drove to “Bart’s Books.” I got pictures of her at the bookstore in my car. I never got out 
of my car and I snapped pics from the window while Jennie whispered, "She can see us, 
she can see us.” 

After that, she went home. The pictures were a hit despite not having Jake 
Gyllenhaal. 

‘My boss called me the following day giving me shit for two things that were not 
my fault. 

The first one was sort of my fault. I mistook the older lady for Reese’s mom, but 
that was not my job to verify, someone in the office should have checked that shit. 

The second mistake was not my fault. The boss (who is dead now) had anger 
issues. He called me rambling like a madman that I didn’t shoot the whole car when 
Reese was getting in. The frames cropped the big ass Escalade. One of the editors did 
that. She cropped the car from my pictures. The magazines also cropped the car from 
the pictures. The car was so damn big that it made sense to crop it. | still got berated 
for it. After the boss took his anger pills he called me again to apologize. But anger 
pills + booze + a British accent = I didn’t understand anything of what he was saying. 
He would babble his apology on the phone drowsily. This happened a lot. For anything 
minor. Cropping a celebrity's toe or part of the head in a picture (despite getting pushed 
around). Not getting a GV after a shot. And many more other things he would just call 
you up and yell on the phone (though I was a freelancer). 
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GV isa general view. 

After a celebrity goes to a business or anywhere, the boss expected a GV of the 
place. 

Ojai was a success. | went away for a weekend to see the girl I was dating and got 
work done. Great work. Especially for a 22-year-old kid. 

Despite being major dicks to me, | know my bosses saw a quality in me. 


Iwas sent to Alabama for my first official travel job as a grown paparazzo. 
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CHAPTER 15. LAURE 
MANAUDOU. 


Laure Manawho?! Ihave so many stories about celebrities and I choose this stranger. It’s, 
important to the narrative. 

I spoke to Jennie yesterday. She doesn’t remember how we found the house 
either, but she knows why I parked under a nice tree. I found free WiFi and we watched 
American Dad on my Macbook while we waited for Reese to come out. See... back in 
those times, we didn't have magical phones that played YouTube and more. I had to 
drive around looking for free WiFi to entertain myself while waiting for celebrities to 
come out. I told you that’s why I parked outside Miley's house. 

Jennie also remembers seeing Billie Ray walking his dogs and that I let her 
drive my car over in Ojai. Idon’t remember letting her drive my car. She isa great driver 
for being Asian and a woman (it’s a fucking joke, get over it). I don’t remember taking 
her to that area, but she knows where celebrities used to live because of it. I remember 
when we waited outside Nicole Richie’s house. We were the only ones waiting outside 
in my GTI. Joel and Nicole came out, stopped by my car, rolled down the windows, and 
told us not to follow them. | still followed them. Jennie wasn’t happy I followed them. 
but she was incredulous that she just saw Nicole. I have never fully understood why 
Richie is famous, but girls love her. 

I’ve only been to Alabama once. After digging around Ojai, I got sent to 
Auburn to the alma mater of Charles Barkley to follow Laure. 

Laure Manaudou is a retired Olympic French swimmer. Back then, she was the 


most sought after tabloid person in French news. Her nudes were leaked. And these 


were some graphic nudes. Spreadeagle, here is my pussy in your face, type of nudes. She 
is very beautiful, very chic, and very French. But her body (at least when the nudes got 
leaked) is built like a FREAKING Olympic swimmer. Meaning she’s huge. 

She also had a lot of drama. I had to look it up for the details. 

“Manaudou, a three-time world champion whose turbulent personal life has been 
chronicled in the French tabloids, left Lucas in 2007, one year before the Beijing Olympics 
where she finished last in the final of the 400-metre freestyle.” 

Found that tidbit of information by Associated Press posted in September 2009. 
The media, especially the French obsessed, led this young swimmer to retire. And I 
fucking helped. 

‘We landed in Atlanta early in the day near the end of January in 2009. 
By we, I mean myself and one of the greatest photographers I know. I mentioned 
the photographer in Chapter 2. Let’s call him “Masters” since he has a Masters in 
Photography. 

Sick of the French media, Laure escaped to the United States to try to live a 
tranquil life. We were waiting there. Laure was supposed to land in the early afternoon. 
‘We waited at the airport all day and never saw her. We had our information wrong, she 
landed at night. We waited for the next flight from NYC to land. 

Masters spotted a very French-looking guy with a backpack. He looked 
suspicious, creepy, jittery, and he was paying attention to the same gate we were. 
Masters called it right away, he is a French paparazzo. We were not alone. 

French dude approached us and tried to sniff us out as paparazzi as well. We 
ignored him, but the French dude also knew. He was not the only one. 

Because the story was extremely sensitive, Laure could never see any of the 
photographers. If Laure spotted anyone, the story is dead. France has strong privacy 
laws against the paparazzi. The pictures could become worthless if Laure notices 
photographers; she can stop the publication. 

This is some serious spy bullshit. 

I never took a picture. Masters did. He was shooting with a Nikon D3 and the 
200mm/2.0f. That’s a very expensive lens. 


Twas the cover for Masters. 
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I previously mentioned Cristian Ronaldo. It happened similarly. CR7 was at 
the Beverly Hills Hotel recovering from knee surgery in the summer of 2008 (it was 
rumored he dated Paris). Because Beverly Hills Hotel is very strict against the paparazzi, 
I was the cover. I first went to the hotel solo to see if I could spot Cristiano. I had 
a very expensive salad by myself. Not only expensive, but it was also bad. It was a 
half of iceberg lettuce, not chopped or anything, just a half. It was drizzled with blue 
cheese dressing. $38. I asked for some cucumbers because I fucking like cucumbers in 
my salad. They brought me a side plate with half a cucumber (at least it was chopped). 
Extra $8. 

Guy Ritchie was having lunch nearby. I wasn't there for him. 

CR7 came down the stairs on crutches to the pool area nearby where I was 
having lunch. Cristiano was extremely tanned and wearing a Speedo. He joined a gaggle 
of other extremely tanned European dudes wearing Speedos by the pool. Masters joined 
me after I spotted him and I told him I almost took my camera out. Masters told 
me never to pull out a big camera at that hotel; you will get arrested or kicked out 
immediately. 

I was the cover for Masters that day. We had lunch together and Masters asked if 
we could lounge by the pool. The waitress told us we had to be registered guests of the 
hotel. Right after lunch, we went tothe lobby to get a room, priced around $800 a night 
just to lounge near the pool. 

We grabbed a couple of pool chairs, set up some towels, and ordered beers (at 
$12 each) near CR7. I remember the prices because I was broke and new to the job 
back then. Fresh out of college and into the Beverly Hills Hotel for Cristiano. And there 
he was, just a couple feet away from me with his gaggle of tanned European buddies. 
Masters took around a couple of dozen pictures whenever he could with a small camera. 
It was always very fast. I was the cover and spotter, looking around for security guards, 
waiters, or anything that could rat us out. All I did was drink beers and pretended that 
Cristiano wasn’t next to me. At some point, two stupidly hot girls wearing micro bikinis 
approached Cristiano in the pool for a small chat. Cristiano seemed nervous. Like a 
teenager that didn’t know how to talk to women. Nothing happened. He just went back 
to his gaggle of bronze dudes wearing Speedos. 


‘We didn’t get caught until the very end. Cristiano was already gone and the sun 
was going down. Masters was taking the last pictures for GVs when a waiter walked by 
and told him he couldn’t do that and that if he saw him again, he would have to call 
security. It was a simple “oops, didn’t know” and moved along. No one stayed in the 
hotel room that night. We tossed acoin over it and Masters won. He told me he planned 
to stay the night that was already paid but ended up sleeping at home. 

Similar thing in Alabama. I was the cover. Except we were at the Atlanta airport. 

Laure landed with Luca Marin, an Italian swimmer. The height of the drama and 
her controversy. Shortly after landing, they went to the airport's food court (swimmers 
need to eat). Masters and I sat in a booth 50-meters or more from Laure and Luca. 
‘We later learned that the French paparazzo was also hidden on the second floor of the 
airport taking pictures from there (we had a better angle). Laure and Luca never saw us. 

Masters instructed me to get in my rental car and to prepare for the chase. 

I don’t even remember the details of how we got the rental cars, but I got a black 
Jeep Cherokee (I didn’t like that car). Not sure what Masters got, but something similar. 
‘We also went to a general store to buy black cloth to use as curtains to hide inside the 
cars. 

Masters stayed behind and kept taking pictures, pictures that the French 
paparazzo missed. Laure and Luca called a cab right outside the airport and shared an 
intimate moment. Masters nailed it and then chirped my Nextel to tell me the license 
plate of the cab. 

Laure and Luca got in a cab and I started the chase. I was right behind them 
while Masters kept chirping me on the Nextel to make sure I was behind the right taxi. I 
punked Masters. I told him I was following a yellow cab but gave him the wrong license 
plates and kept the ruse for a few minutes. He chirped me furiously about how I fucked 
it up. Then I told him not to worry about it, I’m right behind them. Masters caught up 
to the chase and we followed the yellow cab all the way to a house in Auburn, Alabama. 
‘We took turns on the lead for the chase to not raise suspicion from the cab driver. That's 
a 2-hour¢t taxi ride and follow. 
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We stayed the night in a shitty hotel nearby, TownPlace Suites by Marriott. We 
were outside Laure’s house at around 5 a.m. after a shitty continental breakfast and 
almost no sleep. 

Luca drove to the college's pool at 6:02 a.m. in a huge black truck. Ihave pictures 
of the truck leaving. Everyone in Alabama has huge trucks and drive over the speed 
limit. I also have pictures of a dude putting a ticket on Luca’s truck. He then ticketed 
me. I was in the back of my rental waiting for Luca (trying to nap) and didn’t want to be 
seen. 

That's my Alabama album. 

I don't have pictures of Laure or Luca. Masters took all of them. I have a picture 
of Laure getting inside the truck, it’s just her back. I have a photo of Luca opening the 
backdoor of their house. The rest of the folder are GVs of Auburn. Ialso have 74 pictures 
of an Auburn Tigers female basketball game and the crowd. I remember paying $5 


for the ticket. The cutest Southern blonde yelled at me in a very heavy accent, “FIVE 
DOLLA” Didn't expect her to sound like that. 

‘We followed Laure and Luca to the game, Masters stayed by the truck, and I went 
inside the packed stadium to look for them. That's why I have 74 pictures of the crowd. 
I was taking pictures and then zooming in my camera to see if I could see them. They 
were in a VIP area of the stadium. I never found them. 

‘We didn’t get that many pictures in Auburn. The pictures that made the French 
tabloids were the ones in the Atlanta airport. 

‘We also had dinner at an Applebee's during our Auburn time. We didn’t even tell 
the waiter we were paparazzi, but we told her we came from Los Angeles. The first thing 
she asked was, “Have you ever seen a celebrity?” Masters and I just looked at each other 
and laughed. 
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CHAPTER 16. FERGIE. 


Thad a job interview yesterday. It was with a photo agency. I believe it went great. Real 
estate photo, no more paparazzi shit. The guy that interviewed me told me he did the 
paparazzi thing for a while as well. He only did it for eight months and said he broke the 
story of Ashton Kutcher cheating on Demi. He also said he couldn’t handle following 
people around. Neither could I. 

I didn’t even know Ashton cheated on Demi. Neither of them were ever cool. 
I guess if the paparazzi are ruining your already ruined relationship, it’s easy to blame 
it on them and hate it as much as you can. ] saw them both a couple of times at LAX 
(together and separate). It was always a difficult and very crappy shoot. 

Fergie was always nice. At least she was when I got to photograph her. I saw 
her at LAX a lot and it was always an easy and pleasurable shoot. Even her bodyguard 
was super chill. 

I mentioned Jennifer Garner and Ben Affleck’s house was easy to follow. They 
lived in Brentwood on Tigertail Road. Fergie and Josh Duhamel lived on the same street. 
It's a dead-end road ending at a nice hiking trail. I just looked it up and threw the little 
Google map dude on a spot where I thought Fergie’s house was. It’s exactly the spot. 

I shot her outside her house going up to the trail twice. A lot of paparazzi 
were there. She went up the hill and into the trail. The paparazzi shot her going up the 
hill (including me) and didn't follow her on the trail. We simply waited for her to come 
back. Both times coming and going, despite being sweaty, Fergie was nice to everyone. 

On a different occasion, I followed her to a recording studio. She drove a Porsche 
and the writers for the agency confused it with a Ferrari. A lot of shit was given in 
the comments for that. The chase was easy through Bel Air, West Hollywood, and into 


downtown LA. I was the only paparazzo there. I remember that at a red light in Bel Air 
some girls spotted that Fergie was sitting in the car next to her, got excited, and started 
taking pictures. 

I have simple pictures of her getting out of her Porsche walking to Record 
Plant Studios wearing camo and beige jacket with beige short pants and an oversized 
handbag. The pictures are from March 16, 2009. The story about her at the studio is a 
boring one, but what happened outside was fun. 

I waited outside the studio for Fergie and will.i.am came outside. I didn’t leave 
my car. He seemed to be in the zone wearing headphones, a backpack, and a red jacket. 
Will.i.am was practicing his lines outside the studio before recording. I didn’t bother 
him, I took pictures from my car. Not to be a dick, but pictures of him ona sidewalk are 
not worth it. Fergie is why I was there. 

Something else happened after that. 

T was just chilling in my car when I saw a black dude wearing matching grey 
sweatpants and a sweater, sunglasses, and a grey hat with a black puffy jacket on his 
arms. He seemed nervous and was looking around everywhere. He put the jacket on top 
of a Lexus van behind an Altima right in front of the studio. He then proceeded to pull 
down his pants, squat, and take the most explosive horrendous shit I’ve ever seen aman. 
take in public. His shit spread all over the sidewalk and almost hit the wall of the studio. 
The dude pulled back up his pants, grabbed his jacket, and walked off like nothing. 
Minutes later, I saw someone walk out of the studio and gave the nasty look of “ahh fuck 
me, I have to deal with this shit.” He was there with a mop and bucket minutes later. 

Fucking gross. 

I just looked up the pictures. Same date, March 16, 2009, at 5:38 p.m. that shit 
occurred. I have 5 pictures of the black dude taking a shit. 

Will.i.am practicing his lines came a few minutes later at around 5:54 p.m. I also 
have a picture of will.i.am spitting. Nice action shot. He never saw me. 

Ihave a shit ton of pictures of Fergie. 

Fergie at the studio. 

Fergie working out. More Fergie working out. 

Fergie and Josh 
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Fergie and Josh days before Xmas. They were going up the escalator in terminal 
6 and I yelled at them, “Merry Christmas!” Josh gave a silly Santa laugh and said, 
“You too.” As they both turned around and waved. That picture was printed in several 
magazines and everywhere in the blogs. Fuck yeah. 

Fergie at LAX. A lot of Fergie at LAX. 

Ihave one with my GVK in the background at LAX. | told him Fergie was always 
cool and he agreed. And so was her bodyguard. GVK reminded me of the name of the 
bodyguard, Pascal. 

Pascal is a huge white bald dude that was always with Fergie. 

And finally, Fergie at Playa del Carmen. 

This goes back to the timeline in hand. 

Fergie at Playa del Carmen was in February of 2009, just a couple of weeks after 
coming back from Alabama. When we landed on the flight back from Atlanta, I saw 
Diego Luna in the bathroom inside the Delta terminal. It was the first time I saw him 
and I didn’t bother to take a picture. I had been drinking on the airplane so I was drunk 
and tired (plus we just did the Laure story and that was huge). As I was walking out 
of the bathroom, Diego was walking in. I yelled “DIEGO!” out of excitement. He just 
looked at me and said in Spanish, “Quién eres?” I’m just a fan I said as I walked away 
embarrassed that Ijust yelled his name as if he was an old buddy of mine. 

The first two weeks of February were all LAX. I shot Matthew Broderick, Teri 
Hatcher, Paris Hilton, Mickey Rourke, Virginia Madsen, Kate Winslet, Goldie Hawn, 
Paul McCartney and Shia (done story), Courtney Love, Cuba Gooding Jr., Liv Tyler, 
Richie Sambora, Serena Williams, Michael Sheen, Sharon Stone, Al Gore, Brian Littrell, 
David Carradine (departing and arriving), Bar Refaeli, Seth Green, Jake Gyllenhaal, 
Johnny Hallyday, Jason Segel (the one time I approached him super high), Please ID 
folder (it was Andy Richter), Priscilla Presley, Tyra Banks, Ashton Kutcher and Demi 
Moore (there are pictures of Ashton recording me with an iPhone), the guys from Miami 
Ink, Paul Anka, Robert Downey Jr., Marisa Tomei, ZANESSA (Zac and Vanessa), Casey 
Affleck and Joaquin Phoenix (during his weird beard times), Gisele Bundchen, Frasier 
(meaning Kelsey Grammer), Pauly Shore, Rose Byrne, Sidney Potier, Valerie Bertinelli, 
and Liv Tyler again 


My hard drive was still a mess during these times. A lot of the folders are 
misspelled or named incomplete (Downey Jr’s folder just says Ro Jr). The next two 
weeks I got Bai Ling (she turned out to be my neighbor when I moved to Marina del Rey), 
Marcia Cross (creepiest shoot I’ve ever done), Miley, Mystery the pickup artist (from the 
reality show, I read that book by Neil Strauss), Rena Riffel getting a haircut (I went to get 
ahaircut, that chick was there), more Mickey Rourke at LAX, Ashley Tisdale going to the 
Hollywood Cafe (a lot of paparazzi were there, we were all disappointed), and the Playa 
del Carmen folder. 

What is the creepiest shit I've done as a paparazzi? 

Marcia Cross during her twins' birthday party at a park and outside her house 
with her husband who had cancer and was bald from chemo. 

That’s the fucking creepiest thing I’ve done. 

I worked this story with the guy that took the famous picture of Barack Obama 
shirtless in Hawaii days before becoming president. The Secret Service knew he was 
there and let him take the picture. It was great Obama publicity. 

I worked following Marcia Cross with that guy. 

We stalked the house and followed her to a park with their twin daughters. We 
never left our cars. It was dumb and obvious that we were there. If another car parked 
by one of our cars and the angle was blocked, we would move and continue shooting. 
Marcia and her husband went to go get coffee without the girls later that afternoon. 
They thanked us for not interrupting their picnic birthday party. They always knew we 
were shooting them from inside that car. 

Those days I also learned not to eat Carl's Jr. if you are going to be stuck in a 
car. That shit hit me like a bomb and I had to go home before it was dark. From Santa 
Monica to West Hollywood during peak hours with diarrhea is not the dream fucking 
scenario. Somehow I made it home. The sphincter of a 22-year-old after doing some of 
the creepiest work he has ever done. 

My pictures from Fergie in Cancun are from February 14th to the 17th (2009). 
Gato followed her to Cancun. He climbed on the same flight business class with Fergie 
and Pascal. He told me that as soonas Fergie got on the plane, she passed out and started 
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drooling on her seat. Gato tried to sneak in a picture but Pascal saw him and just made 
the gesture of don’t you dare. Gato didn’t. 

He followed Fergie to Punta Maroma which is a few minutes before hitting Playa 
del Carmen. Once he figured out where they were staying, the agency sent backup. Iwas 
the backup. They also sent me with the 400mm/2.8f lens. That thing is a fucking tank. 

Gato got a room at Mosquito Blue hotel near the main tourist area of Playa del 
Carmen. Two of my childhood friends from my Queretaro home happened to be living 
in Playa del Carmen when I got there. I joined Gato and gave him the tank lens. I had 
with me the 100-400mm/4.5-5.6f lens, the “lipstick” and the second body with the 
short lens flash combo. One of my childhood friends joined us in the hotel that night 
and told us he could help with anything while we were there. 

The following morning, Gato rented a fishing boat to take pictures of Fergie and 
Josh from the sea (arranged the day before). I was on foot on the beach with the lipstick 
lens hidden in a bag. I walked in through the lobby of an all-inclusive hotel which was 
next to Fergie’s hotel, acted like I was a guest, and went straight to the beach and found 
myself a nice palm roof with a lounge chair. Isat there all day waiting for Fergie to come 
out. When I finally saw Fergie and Josh lounging on a beach bed outside their hotel 
room, I got up, took out my camera, and started snapping. I have pictures of Josh with 
board shorts on and Fergie in a green bikini with a can of Corona beer in her hand. I got 
spotted right away. Josh points at me in the second frame and indicates a waiter to kick 
me out. The waiter came to me and I just said 1 was walking out while I continued to try 
to take pictures. 

That's when I noticed him. 

Fucking Pascal. 

He was next to me witha lady friend the whole time. He had been watching me. 
He even let me take a few pictures when he just said to cut it out. The pictures are from 
February 15 at 11:58a.m. 

Gato has pictures from his boat, but I don’t have access to those pictures. 

The following day we did the same thing but we also knew that Fergie was flying 


back to LAX that afternoon. I have pictures of Fergie wearing a life jacket at 9:28 a.m.on. 
a sailing boat with Josh and another couple. As soon as they went back into their hotel 
room, we went back to ours to get ready to catch them at the airport. 

My childhood friend picked us up in a beat-up B2500 beige pick-up truck to give 
us a ride to the airport before Fergie got there. On our way there, we noticed he didn’t 
have enough gas to make it to the airport. He repeatedly said not to worry about it, that 
he knew his truck and if he didn’t slow down for speed bumps, we will still make it on 
time. A few miles before getting to the airport, he pulled to the side of the road because 
he ran out of gas as Gato and I frantically stressed about BEING ON FUCKING TIME for 
the pictures. I don’t think my friend understood the importance or that we didn’t care 
about paying to fill up his gas tank. 

He jumped out of the truck, grabbed a 2-liter CocaCola bottle that was filled with 
gasoline, grabbed a funnel, and started slowly putting gas in his truck. As he was slowly 
fueling the truck, we saw a Maroma Resort black Escalade go past us. It was Fergie. 

‘We got back in the truck with just enough gas to make it to the airport. 

‘We made it at the same time as Fergie. I gave my video camera to my friend for 
him to record a video (it was horrible). I got pictures of Fergie and Josh at the Cancun 
airport looking tanned as fuck. Fergie is wearing a green and yellow print dress. Josh is 
wearing blue jeans and a blue graphic tee with a backward cap on. Both holding bags, 
tickets, and passports as they make their way through the Cancun airport. Both were 
still very lovely people smiling in the pictures and being nice in general. 

I stayed another two nights in Playa del Carmen to hang out with my friends. 
The following day I went to a cenote with my friend and a few of his friends. I got 
pictures of us diving in the cenote and having a jolly good old time in Quintana Roo's 
beautiful nature. I got to see my other childhood friend that afternoon. He was the 
manager of the local Domino's Pizza. He lived in Playa del Carmen and rarely went to 
the beach. He would go to work and go back to his house that was not walking distance 
from the beach and play videogames all day. 

I went back to LA on February 18. 
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CHAPTER 17. LINDSAY 
LOHAN. 


March has a lot of LAX again. The folders in my hard drive are starting to look more 
organized. The first half of March is all LAX except for two folders. One is of Salma 
Hayek with her husband Francois-Henri Pinault and their daughter Paloma Valentina 
when she was just a baby. The other is Whitney Port and Paris Hilton. It was Whitney’s 
birthday at El Compadre Mexican restaurant. Both jobs I worked with the dude that 
kicks my ass with Blanka in Street Fighter IV. Blanka will be his name for this book. 

Whitney Port was celebrating her 25th birthday on March 4th, 2009 inside a 
Mexican cantina ina large table with a ton of friends. Blanka and I sat on a table nearby, 
ordered drinks, and waited. A cake arrived and the usual birthday celebration singing, 
clapping, and general merry-doing occurred. That’s when Blanka and I got up, pulled 
out the cameras with flash on full blast, and just started snapping pictures while saying 
happy birthday. They were so confused by what was going on, you could hear people 
discussing “are those paps?” Yep. We were paps. We got kicked out shortly after. 

Paris Hilton arrived later in the night and so did a tail of paparazzi. The pictures 
of the birthday inside the restaurant are at 10:30 pm. Paris arrived at 10:37 pm with 
Doug. They left at 11:29 pm toa gangbang of paparazzi outside. 

Salma Hayek arrived at LAX on March 11th, 2009 at 7:04 pm through terminal 
2, it must have been Air France. She was picked up by a Lexus RX 400h with license 
plates 6GTK915. I’m not sure how we knew the address but Salma and Frangois had a 
house in Bel Air in Copa de Oro Rd or somewhere nearby. I just tried looking for it in 
Google Maps but nothing triggered my memory. It was a hilly road in Bel-Air and the 


house was in a weird curvature of the road. You could see the cars uphill from the road. 
Blanka and I parked nearby and waited for the Lexus to come out. 

March 12, 2009, we followed the Lexus. I have pictures of Francois shopping 
with Valentina Paloma and what seems to be Salma’s parents. No Salma. 

March 13, 2009, similar scenario, except Blanka and I got perfect shots of 
Francois and Salma holding her daughter. They weren’t happy we were there, but they 
weren't horrible at it. There are simple pictures of a cute billionaire family walking 
down the sidewalk. 

I posted the pictures on my Instagram, Blanka replied: “couldn't sell those 
pictures, my ass.” 

He also got robbed by the agency we worked for. It’s a shitty business. 

He quit a few months after the Salma experience and went back to anormal life. 
His roommate (GVK) continued down the rabbit hole of papping. 

I made it sound easy, but waiting outside someone's house in Bel Air for hours 
and/or days, following them hopefully without them seeing you, then taking perfect 
pictures is not a fucking easy thing to do. Let us not forget the piss bottles either. .. 

The other half of March is all LAX except a couple of folders of Fergie outside her 
house and the time I followed her to the recording studio. 

Here is all I shot at LAX: Michele Williams with Matilda, Ashlee and Pete (first 
baby pics of BMW), Cindy Crawford, Hilary Duff, Robert Downey Jr, Sharon Stone, 
Alec Baldwin, Demi Lovato, Dita Von Teese, Heather Mills, Hugh Grant, Jaime Pressly, 
Audrina, Charlize Theron, Audrina again (I love her so much), Sienna Miller, Alec 
Baldwin (again), Adriana Lima, Rachel Bilson, Whitney Port (at LAX this time), Zac 
Efron, Rachel Bilson (again), Kanye West, Nick Lachey, Tony Hawk, Pamela Anderson, 
Whitney Port (again), Salma Hayek, Danny Devito, Tony Danza, Fergie, Adam 
Levine, Pamela Anderson (again), Sharon Osbourne, Amy Adams, Halle Berry, Kendra 
Wilkinson, 50 Cent (he pretended to attack me, it was hilarious), Carrie Underwood, 
Debra Messing, Jamie Pressly (again), Julianna Margulies, Keri Russell (with baby), Paris 
Hilton, Common, Jaime Pressly (again), Jim Gaffigan, Seal, Jennifer Love-Hewitt (I called 
the folder Chewitt for some reason), Mandy Moore, Katy Perry, Scarlet Johansson, Zac 
Efron, Patrick Dempsey, John Hodgman, Lauren Bosworth, Natasha Bedingfield, Patrick 
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Dempsey (again), Wilmer Valderrama, Paris Hilton, Bridget Marquardt, Zac Efron (the 
folder is labeled Caca Fun), Eva Longoria, Hugh Jackman, Whitney Port (again), Nicky 
Hilton (hating it), the whole Osbourne family, Lily Allen, Melanie Griffith, Peremy Jiven 
(Jeremy Piven), Usher, Mickey Rourke, Anil Kapoor, Harry Conick Jr., Nikki Reed (there 
are pictures of us chatting), Sienna Miller, and Ashley Tisdale 

HOLY FUCK! 

That's a lot of fucking celebrities. 

One would assume I made shit tons of money. A lot of these shots were 
exclusive. Pile that up with Fergie in Cancun. Gato got $10k or something similar a 
couple of weeks after the shot. I got less than $1k. 

‘My report in March was still barely enough to make a living. My agency plainand 
simple deleted a 0 from my check every month. I made around 4k in March. Enough 
to repay Gato and to keep living in a nice apartment, sleeping on a shitty inflatable 
mattress. 

The month of Aprilis also divided into two and it is again mostly LAX. Except for 
Lindsay Lohan in Hawaii. 

They sent me and a Belgian dude. I had never seen the Belgian dude in the office 
or elsewhere in my life. They sent me because they knew I could get pictures and they 
could blindside me and take all the money. After the job was done, I never saw the 
Belgian guy again. He was cool and professional and had an obvious European accent. 

Lindsay Lohan in Hawaii wearing a white bikini looking hot, in my opinion, but 
the media criticized her for being too skinny and having saggy tits (she was young still). 
It was the cover of In Touch Weekly best and worst beach bodies and it was a picture 
seen around the world. 

“Lindsay Lohan poses for the paparazzi in Hawaii,” I saw asa headline. 

No! 

FUCK YOU! 

She wasn't posing for me. 

She didn’t even know I was there. 

Iwas hidden in my room with a 400mm/2.8f lens behind curtains. In my shots, 


you can see some vignette from the curtains. 


That’s one of my most famous pictures. I was 22-years-old. Lindsay Lohan was 
22-years-old. Belgian was in his mid-30s. 

‘We knew the flight the Lohans were on. Everyone knew the flight the Lohans 
were on. We knew what hotel they were staying at (the Wailea Marriott). That was our 
exclusive info. 

We flew before the Lohans to wait for them in Hawaii. My first picture is of a 
cloudy Maui on April 24th, 2009 at 4:44 pm. We got to the lobby of the hotel at 6:08 
pm (LA time in my camera, so three hours before that). Belgian dude told me to pretend 
we were gay and that we were on our honeymoon as he talked to the clerk who was 
flamboyant. I'm not sure if that did the trick or the agency had already upgraded us, 
but instead of getting a regular shitty room, we got an oceanfront and main pool view 
room. My first picture there is at 6:24 pm. 

After that, we walked around the hotel as I took GVs (the general views) and we 
pretended to be a couple (somewhat). We chilled by the pool, went to the mall right 
outside, took pictures together, and took pictures on the beach. I’m still wearing my 
shit horrible bright orange long shorts. I still sport a shitty lip ring. Other traditional 
Hawaiian shit was going on (a wedding, shows with fire, dancing, traditional ukulele 
playing, and more). 

The Lohans were on the earliest flight from LAX to Mauion the 25th. The Lohans 
did not make it to that flight and got pushed to the later one. When we got to Hawaii 
airport, we spotted more than a dozen paparazzi. One of the locals said, “Welcome to 
Maui, you won’t get anything exclusive here.” They were not happy we were on their 
turf, though some were cool and told me they did nothing but surf all year and work 
paparazzi tips once or twice a month. Celebrity vacation pictures are worth more than 
just of them chilling in LA or going in and out of LAX. 

No one got pictures of Lohan arriving at the Maui airport. We waited for hours 
until it was almost dark. No one followed the Lohans to the hotel. The bosses informed 
us she was back at the hotel. We left discreetly. 

That night, we spotted Lindsay Lohan and company having dinner at a private 
lounge area of the hotel’s restaurant. We went to have dinner ourselves and we could 
hear other guests of the hotel whisper to each other that they just saw Lindsay. 
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The following morning, April 26th, Belgian said he will be in charge of guarding 
the lobby. As early as 7 a.m. he went down witha book, sat there, and waited for Lohan. 
I guessed that the first thing Lohan was going to do was lounge by the pool andtoldhim 
I was going to stay in the room while also strolling the hotel in case I spotted her. 

1 saw Ali and Lindsay with two of their friends coming down to the pool at 
around 10 a.m. and informed the Belgian immediately. He said he didn’t spot them 
so he didn’t bother to come back to the room. Ali and Lindsay got some pool chairs 
that were directly in front of our oceanfront room. I didn’t have a proper angle; they 
sat under large pool umbrellas. I have 30 not good pictures of Lindsay chilling by the 
pool. She lit a cigarette and not even after taking a second puff, a hotel employee 
informed her she could not smoke by the pool. Lindsay grabbed her books, cigarettes, 
and cellphone and headed to a grassy area in front of the pool. She stood there for along 
time as she waited for her sister and friends to bring the rest of their shit (towels and 
beach apparel). She even started grabbing her ass for a while. It doesn’t look like she was 
itching it, she just felt up a handful of her right cheek. I have almost 200 pictures of 
Lindsay chilling on that patch of grass with her friends. 

It does look like she’s posing. She had no idea I was there. It felt like I won the 
lottery. I was shaking after every shutter click thinking “holy fuck holy fuck holy fuck.” 

The Belgian came into the room like Kramer on Seinfield and demanded the 
400mm tank of a lens for himself. He put an extender in his camera to make it a 500mm 
and started blasting. I paced back and forth in the hotel room overly excited for the 
exclusive shots. We told the bosses about it and they wanted the pictures immediately. 
They said they will keep the information confidential. Once the pictures are out, 
everyone will know what hotel they are staying in. 

I sent 32 pictures later that day. 

They were up in the blogs immediately. 

Everyone knew what hotel she was staying in. 


Later that afternoon, she went to the mall outside of the hotel (they drove 
despite it being just a few meters away). Over 20 cars with paparazzi from all over the 
place were there. It was a mess of a gangbang that included random vacation goers 
anda local paparazzo with a parrot on his shoulder. We got pictures of LiLo shopping, 
jumping into a red Jeep Wrangler, and they went back to the hotel. Other paparazzi 
knew we were inside. They ratted us out, but we were still guests of the hotel. We had to 
play it even cooler now. 

I don’t have pictures of her the next day. I only have pictures of two Brazilian 
paparazzi getting kicked out by the hotel’s security. 

The next set of pictures are from April 28th and the 29th they are of Lindsay 
Lohan swimming in the pool, smoking by the pool, some dude hitting on her by the 
pool, and her walking around the hotel with her friends. Belgian took those pictures, I 
have no memory of taking them. We were extra careful inside the hotel. They flew back 
the afternoon of the 29th. I remember Ali Lohan by then knew what room we were 
staying at. I stood in the balcony with the 400mm lens taking pictures of Ali waving at 
me jumping up and down... and the fucking camera didn’t have the memory card in it 
(remember kids, disable the shutter without a CF card in it). I stood there like an idiot 
shooting Ali just to find out none of the pictures were getting saved... 

Before flying back to LAX, Lindsay went surfing. We didn’t follow. We knew her 
flight and assumed that they were going to return their rental car and then go to the 
airport. We were wrong. We missed all the pictures of Lindsay surfing. They were non- 
exclusive and nothing like the great photos that I already had gotten of her, but the 
bosses gave me so much crap and claimed I lost them hundreds of thousands of dollars. 

Fuckers never even paid me right. 

Ihave eleven folders of Lindsay Lohan at LAX. I have two folders of Dina and Ali 
at LAX. I have one folder of Michael Lohan as well as one folder called Lohan brothers. 
And one more folder just titled Lohans and it’s the lot of them. 
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CHAPTER 18. AUDRINA. 


I posted my pictures of LiLo on my Instagram. If you are curious, you'll have to check 
the magic of social media to see the pictures. Today I have to cross the border for one 
photography gig and to pick-up a copy of the magazine I work for. The latest cover is a 
picture of a big tegu with his tongue out. It’s my picture. 1 had 13 covers so far this year; 
it’s usually more. It’s been a weird year. 

I never saw the Belgian again after Hawaii. We stayed an extra night after 
Lindsay was gone. I have pictures of him on the airplane and some pictures of us just 
hanging out in Maui. We went to Burger King at some point because the Belgian wanted 
to try it. They had their versions of burgers and said “mahalo” after the purchase. 
How Hawaiian. He was cool and talked excitedly about Belgium’s beer and chocolates. 
I bought some macadamia chocolates at the shitty mall next to the hotel and a couple 
of four-packs of Maui Brewing Company. Back then I wanted to be a wine connoisseur. 
I failed; beer is my thing. I remember what I got: Coconut Porter and the Bombshell 
Blonde. 

1 also rented Forgetting Sarah Marshall from a Redbox DVD thing. Lonely in 
Hawaii, I could somehow relate. And it’s a great movie. 

The flight back to Hawaii was uneventful. It was a red-eye flight that had a 
connection in SFO. The flight from LAX to Hawaii I had a bar of weed chocolate with 
me, it was in my Macbook bag. I also had the tank of alens. The 400mm. I wish I could 
play with that lens again. It’s alot of fun. 

While going through TSA, they flagged me. I thought it was because of the lens. 
It comes in a very big and fancy case. It looks like a missile. They didn't care about the 
lens. They went directly to my Macbook. The weed chocolate was there. 


TSA inspected the whole bag but never touched the chocolate. They did 
something tomy Macbook, grabbed some sort of swab to check for something. Nothing 
happened, but I was scared shitless. 

At the end of April, I finally got paid. 1 got paid for shit I did in the previous 
months and some of the Lohan money. It was around $7,500 in total, the most money 
T’ve ever made in a single month. And you can imagine... they deleted a fucking 0 from 
my check. 

Still, $7,500 was a very nice chunk of cash. I was still with Jennie because she 
came to Target with me. Ispent $1,350 ona 42’inch Philips TV and a Playstation 3 with 
Resident Evil 5.1 still have that TV in my living room with the Playstation 3 that barely 
runs. It all barely fit in my car.I didn’t tell Gato I was buying all that shit. We didn’t have 
aTV in the apartment. TVs were way more expensive back then. 

‘With money in my pocket and more money coming because they still owed me a 
bunch, I didn’t work much the month of June or July. 

June Ist started with LAX: Christian Siriano, Leona Lewis (hey, I did see her 
again, great pictures), Oliver Stone, and Robert Pattinson. 

Twilight kids were important. This was the height of that shitty movie. I also 
watched that movie with Jennie over at The Grove. What a shit movie. Her roommate 
had the book in their bathroom. I read a few pages while taking a shit in their dorm 
once. What a shit book. 

Talso saw I Love You Man at The Grove. I’m not sure who I went with. But that 
movie has a scene at The Grove. The whole theater erupted because the movie was 
showing the theater that we were in. That movie also has a lot of Venice and the actors 
have dinner and drinks over at James’ Beach. I went there with my roommate Scott 
quite often. They had the plaque that they filmed that movie near the bathroom. Great 
cocktails and good happy hour food. 

More LAX on June 2nd: Alessandra Ambrosio, Bradley Cooper (super chill dude), 
Chaka Khan, Ellen Paige, Josh Duhamel, PLEASE ID (some pretty chick, no idea still), 
Rachel Bilson with Hayden Christensen, Taylor Kitsch, and Tyra Banks. 

On June 3rd I have pictures of Selena Gomez out and about. They are not great 


pictures. 
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There's a gap on my hard drive until June 7th, LAX: Jessica Alba and Hugh 
Jackman. I was with Gato because I have pictures labeled with his name. Jackman was 
nice like always. Gato loved following Jessica so they sort of recognized each other. She 
was with her baby. She is okay. Not nice, not mean. Shots of her always make good 
money though. 

June 11th, Zac Efron, aka Caca Fun. Shit shoot. I followed him without him 
noticing me. He went to some office in Santa Monica. I got pictures of him eating an 
apple but his agent spotted me and he turned around immediately. The name Caca Fun 
derives from another pap getting a tip for Zac, but he couldn’t make what the tipster 
‘was trying to say, so he understood “Caca Fun.” 

June 19th, Selena Gomez at LAX. Shit shoot again. She started to hate the paps. 

June 22nd, Piper Perabo eating lunch. It wasn’t Piper Perabo. It was just a blonde 
chick. And I sat in my car shooting it for an hour. 

June 23rd, Ashlee and Pete at LAX. Meh. 

June 26th, Alyson Hannigan outside her house. I don’t know how I ended up 
there, I just know Alyson is nice and that she would make for easy pictures. They are 
simple pictures of her pointing at me and a mattress getting delivered later. 

June 27th, Shenae Grimes all sweaty walking around her neighborhood. The 
first dozen pictures she’s ignoring me and texting. In the last few pictures, she is 
smiling and waving at me. 

June 30th, LAX. THE FUCK?! I have pictures of my cousin and my roommate 
from college at LAX. I don’t remember this shit! I also have pictures of Jeff Goldblum 
(super nice guy) and of Eddie Van Halen (he was already past TSA and they made him 
do the airplane). 

A huge gap in July until the 10th. I was probably hanging out with my cousin 
and the college roommate. July 10th is Zach Quinto walking outside his house. He lived 
in Silverlake in a hilly street named something like “Cucumber.” 

July 11th, back to LAX: Billy Bob Thornton, Josh Brolin with Diane Lane, Kate 
Beckinsale, Scarlett Johansson (she was not nice), Teri Hatcher, and Zooey Deschanel 
(another difficult person to photograph). 

July 12th, LAX: David Koechner, Ed Helms (a picture printed of him taking out 


his Macbook, “they are just like US!” they take shit out of their bags!), Eva Mendes 
(another difficult one), Evander Holyfield, Fergie, Jason Schwartzman, Jeremy Piven, 
Kardashians (the whole lot), and Leanne Rimes. 

July 17th, again at LAX. Just a folder of Pamela Anderson. She's looking hot 
wearing tiny shorts and she is holding hands with a dude I don’t recognize. 

July 18th, Dallas Lovato. They had me training a Middle Eastern dude with 
a heavy accent and no understanding of the paparazzi world. He parked OUTSIDE 
fucking Miley’s house. Directly outside. Like in her fucking driveway. They also had 
me follow Demi Lovato, except Demi was not in town. Demi’s family was cool. I told 
the agency this, they told me to keep following to train the other dude. Dallas Lovato 
went into an audition. She was happy and very confused about why we were taking her 
picture. 

That same day, more LAX: Jessica Lange, Jimmy Fallon, and Miranda Kerr. 

July 19th, Chantelle Flipsyde at The Grave. 

That same day at LAX: Alanis Morissette (I saw her a lot and she was always a 
joy to photograph, definitely up there with my favorite people ever), Gerard Butler (pics 
are shit, not sure why I thought he was nice), the Kardashians again, Katherine Heigl, 
Kenny G (with his family), PLEASE ID (it’s a dude that goes on E! and VH1 does funny 
comments, I don’t know his name), and Tori Spelling by herself (she and her family 
were always easy shoots). 

Now, the moment of truth. I am about to plug in my other hard drives to figure 
out if I have the missing gap from August to December of 2009. That’s five months of 
paparazzi pictures lost and some great memories. 


‘Welp. Fuck. 
Those five months are lost forever. My other hard drive is almost an exact copy of 
my main hard drive. The other hard drive on my desk is an old 160GB LaCie that uses a 
firewire cable that I do not have. 1 suspect this isn’t even my hard drive, but Gato’s. 
For those months that are lost, August - October 2009, I still worked for 
the fraud agency. They were finally paying me some money, but speaking to other 
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photographers that left the agency (and some that were still in there) it was obvious 
they were taking money from me. By the end of 2009, I switched agencies. 

I skipped May as if it didn’t happen... 

May started on the 3rd at LAX with Kevin Jonas and Victoria Beckham. 

Beckham's pictures are at around 9 a.m. on American Airlines. She is wearing 
a black leather jacket with huge shoulder pads that make her look extra boney with 
a matching black hat that makes her look like she works for Interpol or some shit. 
Pictures are okay and uneventful. 

Kevin Jonas is the most boring of the Jonases. The pictures are at midnight 
and I am pretty sure I was expecting all the Jonas brothers because just Kevin is not 
worth it. Nice dude, but horrible and uneventful pictures. All the Jonas kids were nice. 
Sometimes difficult to get, but once you encountered them, they were chill (including 
their bodyguards). 

I also have a folder of Kris Allen and his girlfriend eating at Kokomo Cafe in 
Hollywood. It was near my place. Darcy gave me the tip. It was the first time a paparazzo 
took pictures of Kris Allen (he told me this). 

May 4th has more LAX action, Dakota Fanning, Heather Graham, Jake and Reese, 
Nick Lachey, Nicole Richie, and Viggo Mortensen. 

Dakota was always nice, and so was her sister and her mom. She lived near all the 
other kids (the Miley block), but on the other side of Studio City. She lived on a dead-end 
road and Vanessa Hudgens was her neighbor. It was very easy to park down the road 
and see either of them come out. 

Heather Graham departed through Delta looking like a cowgirl. 

Jake and Reese were on terminal 2 and they are both wearing clothes that make 
it seem they just came back from a vacation. Neither of them looks happy. 

Nick Lachey was shitty and uninteresting like always. 

Nicole Richie with Joel and their new baby. They gave the baby to Joel which 
killed the money shot. He is not the one that the people want, it’s Richie and the baby. 

Viggo Mortensen was early in the morning. I spotted him when he was already 
going through the gates. 

1 did nothing for three days for the next three days. Or maybe I did and I just 


didn’t get pictures. I loved going to Audrina’s house. 

On May 7th, I followed Audrina from her house in the Hollywood Hills to Yorba 
Linda (same name as the Peruvian cutie). That's an almost 2-hour drive. Before leaving, 
Audrina warned me she was going far. She was cool like that. Sometimes she would just 
come out of her house and tell me if she was going shopping or if she’s going where I 
couldn't follow. 

This time, there was also a guy from PCN waiting for her outside. He asked me 
what she said, and I informed him she told me she was driving far. He asked if I was 
going to follow, I asked if he was, and he was... so we both followed the white G 550 
Mercedes-Benz. 

Her first stop was her family’s business “Industrial Sprockets & Gears Inc.” I got. 
bad pictures of her walking in but got excellent pictures of her going back to her car. 
She came out with her brother (1 believe Mike). She was wearing a white summer dress 
that I am sure she didn't realize was a bit see-thru. I didn’t realize it was when I took the 
pictures, it was until I was editing that I was like... oh shit, I can see her underwear... 

She was super nice and smiling at me and telling me about the book she was 
carrying and told me that the next stop was going to be very boring, the DMV. I didn’t 
believe her. But it was true. I followed her to the DMV and again, she was very nice. I was 
always nervous but somehow kept it cool to take good pictures. I took 132 pictures that 
day. Then I followed her to her parents’ house in Yorba Linda. They had a shit ton of cars 
outside including a monster truck ina nice quaint neighborhood. 

I have a lot of folders of Audrina, all of them from LAX. If other paparazzi 
friends had information on Audrina, they would usually give it to me for free because 
they knew I loved her. There are a couple of folders lost, one with her sister Casey, 
and another when she went shopping at the Beverly Glen. In many of my frames, 
she is looking directly at me smiling. I know it is just a celebrity smiling at whatever 
paparazzo, but for some reason it still makes me feel special. 

Ialso have my picture with her. My Brazilian paparazzo friend took that for me. 
By the end of the job, I started taking pictures with celebrities. 

The next day, May 8th, I have pictures at the Grove. I would get lazy and simply 


walk in the Grove to look for celebrities. That day I saw Donald Faison with Cacee in 
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the movie theater, but I don't remember taking the pictures. I also have a folder with 
Phoebe Price. No one knows why she's famous. But she was at the Grove and I was by 
myself. She let me take over 100 pictures of her posing with her dog and “accidentally” 
gave me an upskirt shot. She loved the attention. I’m not sure if it ever translated into 
money. 

May 9th has horrible pictures of Sienna Miller arriving at Tom Bradley 
International. It was a gangbang. 

May 11th, Fergie at LAX. 

May 11th, Julianne Hough at the Grove (she also went to the movies). 

May 13th, David Krumholtz getting into his Cadillac at the valet of The Grove. 

The same day, J.C. Reilly standing in the corner Sierra Bonita and Beverly, 
basically, two blocks away from my house. 

The same day, Nikki Reed. 

She went to the post office with her friend. When she exited, she asked me not 
to follow her. I told her that I won't if she does something for me. | instructed her to 
pretend to drop some mail at one of the mailboxes outside. She did that for me and I 
stopped following her. The blogs ran the pictures and I think the photo printed in the 
“they are just like us!” section. They drop their mail! Except, it was fake. She did that for 
me. 

The following day, May 14th, I also have Nikki Reed. She went to Sammy’s 
Camera shop... and well fuck... that’s where I bought my cameras and it’s a paparazzi 
place. She greeted me walking into the store and before walking in she asked me if I 
could help her choose a camera. 

FUCK YEAH! 

I put my camera down and walked in with her to the store and into the third 
floor. She was going on vacation soon and wanted a simple point and shoot camera. It 
was her birthday soon and it was my birthday soon! We talked about that for a while, 
and how we were practically neighbors. She then invited me toa party, but then it was 
like she remembered that she was talking to a paparazzo and took it back. I knew other 
Twilight kids were going to be at that party. 

She told me that after Sammy’s she was going to pick-up a friend. I got pictures 


of her leaving Sammy's with her new camera in a big plastic bag. 1 followed her to 
a nearby neighborhood where she entered an apartment building and came out with 
another girl. I followed them to Starbucks, got pictures of them getting iced coffee. 
Then Nikki asked me to stop following them and1 did; Ihad plenty of pictures. She also 
told me they were just going to another friend’s house and there was no opportunity for 
pictures, so I took her at her word. 

There’s nothing for the next five days of May. 

It was my birthday. 

Thave no recollection of what I did on my 23rd birthday. Most likely, Ijust played 
Ultimate Marvel Vs Capcom 3 all day. After paparazzing all day, I would simply just go 
back to play that game forever or Street Fighter IV. 

I just went way back on my Facebook and there is nothing that indicates what 
I did that birthday. I was still with Jennie because I took pictures of her graduation a 
month later. I'm not sure if I visited her or she visited me. 

May 19th goes back to LAX: Hilary Swank, Richie Sambora, Stevie Wonder, 
Usher, and Zoe Saldana. 

May 21st, more LAX: Ellen Pompeo (hating it), Florence Henderson (being super 
nice), Jamie Foxx (he posed with a cop and then hated it), a folder of Janie Dickinson not 
at LAX (I don’t even know where), and Katharine McPhee. 

May 22nd, more LAX: Antonio Banderas with then-wife Melanie Griffith (both 
nice, but they didn’t hold hands or anything), Diane Keaton (she was weird), and Taylor 
Lautner. Someone followed Lautner from LAX to his house in Valencia. The next day I 
worked Taylor Lautner in Valencia... 

May 23rd, Taylor Lautner went to the Olive Garden and then to Best Buy. Because 
he was underage, I remember seeing how his dad would only give him an allowance. He 
bought an old NHL game instead of the most recent one. He drove a black BMW but his 
house was in one of those cookie-cutter neighborhoods, nothing impressive. 

May 24th back to LAX: Christian Bale with his family (they were nice), Nick 
Lachey and Vanessa Minnillo (like always, he was shitty), and Stevie Wonder again! 

This time, Stevie Wonder arrived at terminal 2. This time, there were a lot of 


paparazzi there and his car wasn't ready. All his crew stood around terminal 2 while the 
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paparazzi kept snapping away. At some point, someone gave Stevie Wonder acamera, _ follow them, but I followed them to a car hand wash place in Westwood. I broke the 
and he put up to his face to take pictures of us. Of course, this is fucking hilarious _ story of them dating and I remember I did that. But I don’t remember how I found out 
because he was pointing in the wrong direction and it’s fucking Stevie Wonder taking about what Eliza drove or where she lived... remember I followed her from her home 
a picture. Not that long ago, German TV contacted me about running this picture and to the handwashing place. 

sent me money. Sometimes I make money in very odd ways. After July 2009, the hard drive abruptly jumps to 2010. 


And finally, May 26th, Eliza Dushku and Rick Fox. I have no idea how I got to 
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CHAPTER 19. RYAN GOSLING. 


I discovered a new band that I am in love with. They are a math-emo band from 
Singapore called Forests. It’s been a while since I heard a band that I liked so much that 
I play their songs on a loop. The last band like that was Crumb from New York. I saw 
Dead Man's Bones live at FYF (Fuck Yeah Fest) in 2010. It wasn't that great. Ryan Gosling 
played that festival. He hired a choir of a bunch of kids to sing on stage. It’s not for me. 

I also saw the Dead Milkmen on that FYF. I spotted Eric Wareheim and Tim 
Heidecker near the beer garden while Explosions in the Sky were playing. After getting 
my drinks, I headed over to watch the Dead Milkmen. I made my way amongst the 
crowd and picked a nice spot to enjoy the show. Right next to me, was Eric Wareheim 
(he’s a bit taller than me). I saw the whole show while standing next to him shouting 
lyrics at the stage. When the Dead Milkmen were done, I told Eric I was a huge fan and 
that I enjoyed watching the show next to him. I shook hands with him and left. Then, 
the Dead Milkmen started playing an encore. I went back to the same spot. Eric looked 
at me like “you already said bye, don't follow me.” I didn’t. I just wanted to see more 
Dead Milkmen. 

Fuck Tijuana sometimes. I woke up to not having running water today. It’s the 
fifth day in a row with little to absolutely no water. I stink. One of those days the power 
was out as well. It’s hot as fuck in one of the worst years for the world, not for me 
personally, though my car just fucking broke down. The worst year ever for me was last 
year. And since then, the world keeps going to shit. Tune in next year to see if we make 
it allalive. 

lam ready to move from this city, but I’m not sure where I'm going next. Never 
going back to Los Angeles. In the middle of 2009, I was still loving my LA life. I never 


really talked about my job and I didn't use social media as much back then. Instagram 
didn’t exist. I had Facebook since it was invented (I was in one of the early colleges 
that got it), but I rarely posted about my work or my encounters with celebrities. My 
Facebook memories have almost no posts from that year except my record on UMvC3. 

I remember I got a shit ton of parking tickets while living in that West 
Hollywood apartment. And there was rarely any parking by our place. We had one 
parking spot. If Gato was home, I had to park somewhere else. Many times it would 
be more than a block away. Street cleaning tickets always got me. Just like my hard 
drive, most of my memory of late 2009 is gone. I know Gato dated that black girl 
that appeared in one Sprint commercial. She even moved in with us. Because she had 
her mattress, Gato gave me his old mattress and I finally stopped sleeping on a shitty 
inflatable (which was getting deformed). Their relationship was turbulent and she 
ended moving out a few months later. She took her mattress. I slept on the floor once 
again. 

Gato was also always in the nude. He loves being naked. Sometimes 1 would 
come home with friends and he would just be chilling completely naked in the living 
room. You could even see him from the street. He would just come out to the balcony 
naked or look out the big double windows with his dick flopping in the wind with no 
concern in the world. 

I couldn't live with him anymore. I couldn’t work for the agency that was 


stealing money from me. 


Not all is lost from my hard drive from those months. In my blog, I posted over 
100 celebrities that I shot accompanied with snippets of their stories. The time I saw 
Ryan Gosling was between those months because I can’t find the original folder with 


the pictures, I have other folders of Gosling, they are all at LAX. 


January 26, 2010, Ryan arrived at Delta (terminal 5) at 6:19 pm wearing a white 
shirt with a blue hoodie and a jean jacket over that. He arrived alone and went to a 
driver with a sign that read “Mr. George.” Gosling put sunglasses on and walked with his 


driver to the parking lot. He seemed to be chill in the pictures. 
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May 22, 2010, Ryan arrived at Tom Bradley International around 5:15 pm. The 
airport greeter “Sandy” was with him. He was an older man who was always nice tome 
and made the job easy. Ryan was very nice and signed a few posters for Goth. 

August 8, 2010, Ryan arrived on terminal 2 (either Air France or Canada). 
The paparazzo that took the Obama picture was there. He was my competition then. 
TMZ was also there. The greeter was “Danny Boy” a chubby older Hispanic guy that 
sometimes fed me tips but many times avoided me. Last time I was at LAX in 2018 to 
fly to Minnesota, I saw him at American Airlines. He treated me as if I had never left the 
job despite me telling him I haven’t taken a picture of acelebrity in 7 years. The pictures 
of Ryan were okay. 

September 7, 2010, arriving United Airlines (terminal 7) at around 9:33 pm. 
Crazy Guy was his greeter. Crazy Guy was a veteran and always the toughest airport 
greeter, but he was also crazy. He often worked with Marisa Tomei and other celebrities 
that didn’t like the paparazzi. The dude would flash a little flashlight towards the 
camera and he truly believed that the little flashlight would ruin the pictures. It would 
if he pointed it exactly at the lens and if I didn’t have a way more powerful flash 
mounted. It was pointless. I told him several times and even showed him my pictures 
to prove that his little trick was doing nothing. But Crazy Guy loved making something 
simple very difficult. 

‘And finally, Ryan Gosling ona bike. My favorite and best pictures of him. August 
5, 2009, some point at noon. I started going to Silverlake a lot. Paparazzi didn’t seem 
to be in the area and it was a very chill part of LA. I mentioned Zachary Quinto lived 
around there and it was an easy house to get. Star Trek was new so he was a good 
person to shoot. I probably went to his house but gave up after a while and went to 
Intelligentsia Coffee (my favorite coffee place ever). 

While standing in line for my coffee, I felt a presence behind me. It was Ryan 
Gosling. He got in line behind me. I wasn’t looking for him or stalking him or anything. 
My cameras were on the trunk of my car. It was one of those moments of “yes, lucky 
exclusive for me.” I continued as a normal person and ordered my coffee without 
making much ofa fuzz. No one in Intelligentsia did. 

After getting my coffee, I walked back to my car, left my coffee, and grabbed my 


long lens, and waited outside the coffee shop, hidden between cars. He sat on a bench 
outside the Silverlake Children’s Choir which was next to Intelligentsia. I started taking 
pictures very noticeably. Two women that were with him looked annoyed as fuck, but 
Gosling seemed chill. I interrupted whatever they were talking about. Ryan simply 
stood up, opened the door for the girls and a dog that was with them while holding his 
motorcycle helmet, then went inside. 

I went to grab my car and found a great parking spot in front of where Gosling 
had left his motorcycle. I waited for less than an hour for him to walk out while hidden 
in the back of my car. When he came out, he was looking around for me. He sat on his 
motorcycle, which was parked in front of a black gate, and looked around for a minute 
trying to spot me. It made it look like he was posing for me. 

Ryan crossed the street and drove right in front of me. I started following him. At 
ared light, he noticed 1 was behind him. He split lanes to the front and he disappeared 
inan instant. I couldn’t follow. 

Celebrities, if you don’t want to be followed, get a motorcycle. Or do what Zac 
Efron does. Or there are a shit ton of ways to avoid being followed. You can start by not 
being famous if you don’t want to be recognized... 

Many other things are lost, one that was rescued because I posted in my blog 
was Vanessa Hudgens. She was always very nice to me that other paparazzi asked me 
what I did to get her to smile. I just told them to be nice to her and she will be nice to 
you. I have a lot of folders of Hudgens, mostly at LAX. There is one that I followed her 
from her house to a Baskin Robbins nearby. She didn’t see me taking pictures from the 
window, but an ice cream attendant informed her someone was outside with a camera. 
She didn’t turn around to see who it was, she just started covering her face (with ice 
cream). I didn’t get good pictures, but that was the only time she was not nice tome and 


it's probably because she didn't see me... 


At the end of 2009, I switched agencies from Fraudler-Riffling to NPG. | also 
moved out from my West Hollywood apartment to a 3-bedroom place in Marina del 
Rey in a complex called “Mariners Village.” I still have my residence card from that 


place. I found a room for rent through Craigslist and took it. My roommates were 
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Scott and Kelly (both really fun guys). Again, they knew I was a paparazzi, but it was. 
barely a conversation thing. Scott worked for those agencies that make the shittiest 
commercials you can imagine. Those annoying fucking commercials that you wonder 
why there is so much cringe. Yeah. That shit. Kelly was unemployed after working in 
Verizon for along time. He had to move after a while since he was running out of money 
and I moved into the bigger room and we got another Kelly roommate (this time, a 
lesbian chick). She didn't last either and then it was Natasha who moved into the small 
room. 

Scott, Kelly, and I used to go out drinking often in Venice. Then it just became 
Scott and me. Scott is a very good looking dude from Jersey. He had that heavy JOYSEY 
accent. It didn't matter. Whenever I went out with him, all these girls would flock to us. 
More than anything, to talk to him. 

Gato moved to a huge warehouse apartment in downtown Los Angeles that he 
shared with a dude that worked for TMZ. The place was insanely big for how little he 
was paying. It was near Chinatown and near FYF before they moved the festival to 
bigger arenas. The place was so big that he had a skateboard just to go from his room to 
the bathroom. I went to parties there with over 100 people and it still felt like you could 
triple the number and still have space. 

Downtown Los Angeles and Marina del Rey is an hour or more with traffic. Isaw 
Gato once or twice a month and it was always a hassle to drive. When I moved to that 
area of LA it was rare for me to go north of the 10 or east of the 405. I lived in my 
cubbyhole on the beach and would walk to the beach daily. My apartment complex also 
had four swimming pools, two jacuzzis, four tennis courts, a gym, a lounge area, and 
beach access. 


Bai Ling, Alexander Skarsgard, and Terrence Howard (I believe) livedin the same 


complex. My roommate often spotted Skarsgard late at night at the gym. I never went 
to the gym or saw Skarsgard there (or Bai Ling or Terrence for that matter), My parking 
spot in the complex was next to a nice Cadillac with vanity plates that read EA MNG. 
Entertainment Arts, one of the worst video game companies, was nearby. 

Speaking of video games, I also got a few gigs playing Guitar Hero in expert mode 
for a couple of those Activision games. They paid me $150 and a free game. They also 
made me sign an NDA so there’s not much that I can say except that they put like 25 
people in the same room to try the game and write notes about it. Activision split offices 
with Blizzard back then, it was cool to walk around and see people working in games 
(our cellphones were taken away and there was always a lot of security). 

Because I switched agencies, my grey GTI that I loved so much was gone. I 
bought a shitty green Mazda Miata 95’ from a weird dude in Hollywood. He kept 
showing off his Mercedes-Benz Kompressor and telling me he didn’t want the Miata 
anymore. I bought it for $2,250 and sold it two years later for $2,600. I barely put any 
work on it; on the contrary, 1 destroyed that car. I used the handbrake a lot to drift 
so that was gone. And because I didn’t fit in the car with the roof on, I also destroyed 
the roof. Yes. You could see a tall dude driving a shitty tiny car with a surfboard as a 
passenger. I didn’t even use the doors. I would just jump in. 

Also, my deal with the new agency was that I wasn’t going to follow celebrities 
anymore. I was going to work exclusively at the airport with Hudson, a dude that is one 
of my best friends. Five days a week, Saturday-Wednesday with Thursday and Friday 
off. Hudson worked my days off solo, I worked Hudson's days solo. Heavy LAK days we 
worked together, split the work, or both shoot video and stills. We hung out all day at 


LAX chasing celebrities and smoking weed. 
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CHAPTER 20. AXL ROSE. 


There was running water in my apartment last night, but I woke up to not having water 
again. Fucking Tijuana. 11 years ago today (August 24th) I went to the Sunset Junction 
festival with Jennie. That’s in Silverlake again! A Facebook memory post reminded me 
of that. It was towards the end of our relationship because I also havea post written by a 
girl named Caity Price who I started dating and was falling for her, but our relationship 
was brief. Caity was obsessed with Derek Fisher (and Seinfeld) and wanted to marry 
him to become Ms. Caity Fisher-Price. I’m not sure what happened, but we didn’t see 
each other after two months of dating and I never talked to her again. 

August 25th Facebook memories say I posted this: “busy morning?? .. let’s see.. - 
Zooey Deschanel + Ben Gibbard, Linda Hogan + Charlie Hill, Anne Heche + baby, Valerie 
Bertinelli, Jason Schwartzman + GF, Elliott Gould, DL Hughley, Lori Loughlin, Scott 
Ridley, and Justin Bartha... yeah yeah.. alot of C listers. but still ALOT!” 

Iremember Anne Heche being super nice (though I had no idea who she was, a 
celebrity with babies = sales). I shot Lori Loughlin and don’t remember at all. I wish I 
had those pictures. 

In September 2009, I went to visit my family in Guadalajara for a huge Suarez 
family reunion. Like many Mexican families, I have a handful of uncles, a couple of 
dozen cousins, and they all have more kids. A family reunion is like 100 of us and 
it happens rarely. I had my camera at the reunion. There are pictures of me with my 
little nieces and nephews (or cousins in American). They are surrounding me and I’m 
showing them my Macbook with all the celebrities I've taken pictures of. 

also bought a Flip Video “Mino” camera on September 1st, 2009. Those things 
were the smallest and best video cameras back then. I still have that little camera. It was 


that camera that recorded the video of Axl Rose punching Boss-X at LAX. Those were 
also great pictures that got lost. 

Talso saw Little Lupe, the pornstar. I was hanging out with my TMZ buddy and 
Little Lupe went by. I awkwardly asked, “do you happen to know who Little Lupe is?” He 
said, “yeah, the pornstar, I think she just walked by us.” 

She fucking did. 

‘We started following her. She walked by us on the bridge of American Airlines 
on terminal 4 with a dude who was ten times her size. They seemed lost and walked 
towards Tom Bradley International. Because she’s a pornstar, we didn’t bother taking 
pictures (and she was unknown back then). But at Tom Bradley, we bumped into Jessica 
Simpson's bodyguard. Little Lupe took me to Jessica Simpson. Those pictures are also 
missing in my harddrive, but remember that she hada huge handbag and competition 
was there. 1 smoked them. 

All of October I didn’t mention celebrities on my Facebook. My timeline is all 
about Street Fighter IV, my cat that went missing, and posting about Gallos Blancos the 
soccer team. I also started dating Sara. She was wonderful and so was her family. They 
lived in a nice house in Santa Monica and I befriended her older sister and her younger 
brother. All we did was smoke a ton of weed and fuck like crazy. That was also another 
relationship that didn’t last. 

November 9th I simply posted “Zoom Zoom Zoom,” which means I got my Mazda 
then, November is when I joined NPG. 

November 2 1st I posted a picture of Jon Gosselin that made it to TMZ and 1 wrote 
“first picture sold with the new agency to TMZ!” Jon is smoking a cigarette looking extra 
tan while signing shit fora little kid. TMZ called him a dbag. 

November 27th, GVK posted on my wall “Nice print in US weekly!” I haveno idea 
what print he is talking about. 

November 30th, a picture of my bubbler that fell from the bookshelf and broke. I 
bought that bubbler for $25 in ahead shop in Pacific Beach. 

December 9th I posted “Welcome to the jungle, you are gonna get punched!” 

December 10th I posted “Mr. Axl Rose, thanks to you, my video is on every 


celebrity website.” 
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Brittany Murphy died on December 20th and I posted about it. I only saw her 
once and she escaped me, my pictures were really bad. GVK got some of the last pictures 
of her. 

December 30th I posted: “Bradley Cooper probably just had his worst airport 
experience ever (not thanks to me.. I made him laugh).” Cooper was always really nice. 
This day must have been the day he was going through TSA and those fuckers did 
one of their exercises in case something happens like a bomb when they suddenly 
yell something and everything shuts down and everyone freezes. Cooper stood there 
awkwardly and I was just a few feet away from him and said “you are in the A-Team 
man, do something.” He just started laughing. 

lalso posted a lot about how I wanted to move to the beach and how I was hating 
Hollywood and those fucking parking tickets I kept getting. I moved to Mariners Village 
on February Ist. My hard drive became more organized at the beginning of 2010, 
separating every single day into neatly tight folders. Up to today, I like to keep my hard- 
drive thoroughly organized. 

Ijust plugged in the Flip Mino to my computer. It has 20 old videos that I have no 
idea what they are. Let’s find out. 

I also have the original video of Axl Rose punching Boss-X. There are similar 
videos on YouTube since this video ran everywhere. A lot of the comments blame the 
paparazzi. The videos have over a million views and they are not high quality and they 
havethe NPG watermark. Also, Boss-X's face was blurred because he didn't want to deal 
with the hassle. 

This is how it happened. 

I wasn’t even supposed to be there. A picture of Axl Rose going through LAX is 
practically worthless. He was flying to China for his Chinese Democracy tour. Ihad been 
shooting at LAX all day and Boss-X told me not to worry about Axl, to rest up for Nick 
Jonas (and possibly all Jonas’) who were arriving at midnight. Because I was new with 
NPG, I wanted to impress the boss and work harder than ever. 

There were over 50 people, mostly fans, waiting for Axl. None of them were 
paparazzi except me and Boss-X, but he wasn’t there as a pap, he was there as a fan and 


as an autograph collector. It was a mess of people holding Guns N Roses memorabilia 


excited with the opportunity to see Axl and get something signed. 

A lot of bodyguards, airport greeters, handlers, and more were making it very 
difficult. Several limousines pulled up in different locations of the airport to try to 
sneak Axl in. It was very confusing and everyone ran around everywhere trying to find 
him. 

Ax! finally came out at the first entrance of Tom Bradley while the gaggle of 
people was on the last entrance. We all ran towards Axl and he got swarmed by 
autograph collectors pushing things to Axl’s face to sign (again, none of them were 
paparazzi). Axl smelled like shit. You can smell him from several feet away. He was 
drunk and/or on drugs moving around funnily, not listening to the handlers, and 
walking the wrong direction. 

I knew something was going to happen. I had a feeling it was going to be 
something shitty. I handed my Flip camera to an autographer that I knew and I told him 
“It’s recording already, just point it at Axl.” I started taking pictures of the commotion. 
In the video, you can see my flash going off and me walking past Axl. Because Boss-X 
knew he wasn’t going to get anything signed, he pulled his long lens from his bag and 
started taking pictures from a far distance away from the whole mess. 

That’s when Ax!’s “mom” (who is his manager) approached Boss-X and tried to 
block his picture. Boss-X simply moved away and avoided the confrontation, but Axl 
didn’t see it this way. Axl yelled “he punched my mom” and that’s when you see him 
launching himself at Boss-X and planting a nice sucker punch on his forehead. 

Thave pictures of the action. Well... had. Those pictures are lost from my hard- 
drive but they were everywhere. I still have the video (it was in a different folder). It is 
technically my video because it was my camera, but the one that shot the video was an 
autographer. At the end of the video, the camera points to the ground and you can hear 
him say “I got it, I haven’t pressed anything, but I know I got it.” He hands me the Flip 
camera and I press the big red button to stop the recording. 

Axl went through TSA but was detained. Police showed up and asked Boss-X ifhe 
wanted to press charges. He denied and we left before the scene got even worse. Boss-X 
wasa huge Axl Rose fan and wanted none of that shit to happen. He also didn’t want the 


attention and he had plenty of money that suing Axl was not worth it for him. 
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We reviewed my material (videos and stills) and he was ecstatic with that. We 
went to Bar Melody which is right outside LAX and started pounding drinks while 
waiting for Nick Jonas to arrive. Boss-X had a swollen eyebrow and wasall reddish from 
Axl’s punch. We worked together the Jonas brothers arriving at around midnight. It was 
just Nick after all and it was a very simple shoot. He was nice. 

Ijust checked what videos are left on the Flip camera. It's all videos of concerts 
in Tijuana from early 2012 featuring Calafia Puta and others. The original video of Axl 


Rose punching Boss-X is going to be posted on my YouTube channel. 
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CHAPTER 21. RIHANNA. 


Gato sent me a link to his “wall of fame” best celebrity shots. His portfolio is superb 
to mine. It’s neatly organized and edited to his best shots. And what shots they are! 
Perfectly framed, exposed, and unique. I don’t recognize all the celebrities, but in the 
vast majority of his shots, there is a compelling story aspect. In a lot of them, the 
celebrities are smiling as if they were posing for him. They weren't. He loved Jessica 
Alba, he has a ton of Alba pictures, And a lot of Amanda Seyfried. And a lot of many 
others. He is a better photographer than me and he was obsessed with the job. He 
also made way more money but was less responsible with it. With a huge warehouse 
apartment to fill, he would just purchase everything in his path. His book could be way 
more interesting if only he could write. 

Most of his pictures are out and about in Los Angeles. Gato did the stalking and 
following a lot, but by the end of it, he learned patterns and had contacts at many of 
the celebrity hangouts. He would often get celebrities grocery shopping, at cafes, going 
to the gym, farmer’s markets, and a lot over at Fred Segal on Melrose (where Gato also 
bought ridiculously expensive clothes). 

AllI did was LAX. Gato started at LAX and was so good at it that he was dubbed. 
the king of LAX. It’s a title I stole by the end of 2009 and dominated all of 2010 (it then 
went to GVK). I got the 95’ Miata partly because I was done chasing celebrities around 
and I was going to dedicate my time exclusively to LAX. After all, I only planned to doit 
for ayear and LAX didn't feel like the actual paparazzi stalking. 

1 wasn’t alone at LAX. Hudson was with me. Our styles were different so we 
made a great team. In 2009, I was working next to Hudson a lot, but he was my 
competition. At the end of it, I joined him. TMZ also always had an LAX guy in the 


rotation. Most of the TMZ guys were cool and some were ridiculous. One of them is a 
good friend of mine who I believe still works there and never talks about his job, so he 
goes nameless. Another TMZ guy went crazy and threatened to kill himself in Harvey’s 
office, but that’s another story that doesn’t belong to me. 

My deal was $3,500 a month + expenses covered for 5-days a week (whatever 
hours). There was a 10% commission team bonus. Meaning, everyone in the team made 
the same salary (or so I was told) and once our quota was covered, the commission was 
split between the team. LAX wasthe bread and butter for the agency, but they had other 
big hits that would make it all worth it. That agency got the last pictures of Michael 
Jackson in the team split commission deal. Hudson made a lot of money for a picture he 
didn’t take. 

Having information from LAX also helps to know who is in town and who is not 
(and where are they going). It’s a key source to follow limousines and find new celebrity 
homes. Or even easier, pay the limousine agency (or one of their workers) for all that 
information. 

That’s how the agency got a lot of information. 

Airport greeters that always worked with celebrities would often sell the 
information for a nice chunk of cash. 

Airport staff that has access to first-class lists would also do this. 

Limousine drivers sold their information all the time. That’s why limousine 
agencies sometimes won't even tell the driver who they are picking it up until it’s too 
late (though the agency also sold the information). 

My agency had a vast network of connections and information that they would 
forward me every morning. For the rest of 2010, 1 would wake up early (around 6 a.m.) 
to check the list of information, analyze, figure out my schedule, and either go back to 
sleep or go running out the door to catch the earliest LAX action. 

In January of 2010, I still lived in that West Hollywood apartment. Not an ideal 
place to be on call for the airport. My first pictures of 2010 are on January 3rd: Demi 
Lovato, Eva Mendes, Jake Gyllenhaal, and Rihanna. 

Demi was around 1 pm. Arriving at American Airlines. She was lovely like 


always 
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Eva Mendes was around 4:40 pm on terminal 2 departing Air France. Eva is a 
beautiful woman but makes it EXTREMELY difficult to get her picture. I have many 
folders of her and only a couple she was nice and gave a little smile. On the rest, she’s 
covering up her face with whatever she could (in one of them, she wrapped her hair 
around her face). 

Jake Gyllenhaal arrived at American Airlines at 8:40ish pm. He had an 
unnecessary police escort. Sometimes cops just want to be in the shot. Jake was never 
cool. 

‘And finally. 

Rihanna!!! 

Rihanna likes me for some reason. Or maybe I just happened to see her when she 
was in a good mood... 

The first time I saw her was on October Sth, 2008, at around 10 pm. I didn’t 
even know who she was and she did ridiculous things to block the paparazzi (it was just 
me and Malak at LAX). She gave some cash to the curbside baggage handlers to block 
Malak with these huge pieces of cardboard, which was completely useless because I 
was on the other side. It was even more useless because the baggage handlers couldn’t 
go to the TSA section. After going through the first checkpoint, Rihanna had no one 
blocking her. She was nice after that. The handlers told me they got $100 each for that 
ridiculousness. 

The second time was April 12, 2009. It was after the Chris Brown debacle. 
Demand for Rihanna pictures and the drama were intense. The agency sent way more 
photographers than necessary for exclusive information. Rihanna was not happy. 

I also saw Chris Brown. He was never cool and fuck that piece of shit. Fuck all 
the fucking abusers. Speaking of abusers, I never saw Kevin Spacey, but I distinctly 
remember being in the office one day and the shitty bosses discussing if they could go 
public with some pictures they obtained of Spacey in Croatia fingering what looked like 
a young lad (around 16) in a dark bar. They never did in fear of litigation (the pictures 
were dark and noisy). 

On January 3rd, my first day on the job in 2010, I awoke to a call from Boss-X to 


get to LAX as soon as possible. He mumbled the words but I knew it was something big 


though I didn’t understand it was Rihanna. I just heard “get to terminal 7 as fast as you 
can.” 

Iran so many red lights to make it to the airport on time. I parked on the far end 
of terminal 7. For some reason, this terminal is longer than the others. The first class for 
terminal 7 is near terminal 6, then there is a huge gap (around 80 yards) and the rest of 
terminal 7. 

I ran across the pedestrian bridge disheveled to make it to first class. While 
running towards first class, I heard a “pst pst” from an airport greeter by the name of 
Ricky. I think he had a crush on me (there was another gay airport greeter who would 
say the most disgusting things he would do to me if I would let him, he sometimes fed 
me d-listers). I told Ricky I had something huge in first class, he said, “Stay here, Ihave 
Rihanna ina minute.” 

As soon as he said that, an Escalade limousine appeared and Ricky walked out to 
receive them. He fed me an exclusive Rihanna. 

Not only that, but Rihanna was also smiling and super nice to me. I thought 
she was accompanied by bodyguards/assistants so 1 focused all my pictures on her. 
The pictures are of her smiling at me and walking through LAX while sipping boxed 
coconut juice. To her side was Matt Kemp, a baseball player that she started dating. It 
was the first time they were pictured together (though I cropped Matt out of the frame 
since he was walking to the side and behind her and I thought he was a bodyguard). 

There are also some tricks at LAX that no other paparazzi knew about (except 
Hudson and myself), depending on what TSA carousel the celebrity chooses, you could 
get sneaky secret angles. ] saw Rihanna went all the way to the left carousel on terminal 
7,1 ran down to a spot where you can see people going through security. She looked at 
me and gave mea smirk. 

It's 91 pictures in total. The Escalade arrived at 10:26 a.m. and by 10:33 am, 
Rihanna was already through TSA. That’s how fast many of the photoshoots were, 
sometimes even faster. Many times you had less than a minute to get as many frames as 
possible. Celebrities arriving many times go directly to their car and when departing, it 
is often arranged for them to go straight to security. 
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1 saw Rihanna again March 6th, 2010 arriving at around 2:00 pm from Tom 
Bradley. It was a huge gangbang. 

I got more pictures of her arriving on June 20, 2010, great pictures, but she 
didn’t look at me or smile. 

The last folder is from November 17, 2010, arriving at 6:26 pm with bright red 
hair. It was a quick and crap of a shoot. 

The rest of January 2010 (and almost the whole year) is constant and repetitive 
LAX. 

January Sth: Hugh Jackman, and Nick Frost with Simon Pegg (super nice lads). 

January 6th: Heidi Klum and Seal, Lauren Graham, and Mary Kate with Ashley 
Olsen and their bald cool bodyguard. 

January 7th: Jennifer Morrison arriving, Tim Gunn departing. No idea who 
Jennifer is, she looks like a normal chick with sweatpants in my pics. Tim Gunn though 
is a lovely man. He would give me fashion advice and talk to me. Every time I saw Tim, 
he would come up to me and tell me I made a horrible decision on what I was wearing 
and how I should clean up. 

January 9th: Balthazar Getty, Kristen Chenoweth, and Michele Williams. 
Balthazar was easy and uneventful. Kristen is a nice short woman. Michele was with 
Matilda, a bodyguard, two assistants, and an unnecessary police escort. The pictures are 
fantastic. 

January 10th: Cindy Crawford, Eric Dane with Rebbeca Gayheart, Famke 
Janssen, John Mayer, Katharine McPhee, Katy Perry with Russell Brand, Patrick 
Dempsey, Pierce Brosnan, and Woody Harrelson. 

Cindy, Eric with Rebbeca, Katharine, Patrick, Pierce, were all easy and nice 
shoots. 

Katy and Russell just started dating and it was a horrible gangbang (Katy usually 
hates it, Russell is usually okay). 

John Mayer was simple but at least he wasn’t being a dick. 

Woody hates it, but he didn’t see me. He was late for his flight and was rushed to 
TSA and wasn't concerned that a paparazzo was taking his picture. 


January 11th: Matt Damon. Iopened the door for him and he said “nowyou guys 


open doors for us, how nice!” He was chill. 

January 13th: Colin Farrell, Leona Lewis, Rose Byrne, and Sly and the Family 
Stone. 

Colin had his baby and there were a lot of paparazzi. Patrick was his airport 
greeter. He was one of my favorite greeters. 1 got along with most of them except Crazy 
Guy. Patrick also always had Amanda Seyfried who is one of the nicest girls out there. It 
was not rare for me to just put my camera down and chat up with Amanda and Patrick 
after getting frames of her smiling. 

Leona and Rose was a simple and easy shoot. 

Sly and the Family Stone were weird. Sly was beyond fucked up and seemed. 
unaware of where he was. He couldn't even open up a fruit cup and barely could walk. 
He was wheeled into security. 

January 14th: Alan Alda (just a few shots then ignored), Antonio Banderas (great 
dude), Gabrielle Union (smiling in all pics), Julianne Moore (also surprisingly nice). 

January 15th: Adrian Grenier (super nice), Freddie Prinze Jr (major dick), Goldie 
Hawn (super nice), Maggie Gyllenhaal (drama with the sad turtle), Sophia Lauren 
(she was swarmed with paparazzi, autograph collectors, and fans), Warren Sapp 
(worthless). 

The drama with the sad turtle. She arrived with daughter Ramona and husband 
Peter Sarsgaard on terminal 7 and waited for her bags at the baggage claim caorusel. 
Maggie got the driver and walked to the car, leaving Peter and Ramona behind. Sadly, 
the pictures of Ramona were worth more (with Maggie doing something cute even 
better). But Maggie left and it was all Peter. I shot Peter with the Brazilian competition 
that was with me. Peter confronted me telling me I'm a sick person for taking pictures 
of only their daughter. I approached Peter and showed him EVERY SINGLE frame that 
I shot to show him that it was him together with Ramona and that I wasn’t purposely 
just taking pictures of Ramona. He calmed down and told me it was still wrong to take 
pictures of their daughter (and I agreed). 

The following week, the fucking magazines cropped out Peter from all my 
pictures and left Ramona standing by herself and wrote some non-existent drama. I 


remember I got a call from a “reporter” asking me how Peter and Maggie behaved. If 
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they were fighting or something similar. I told her Maggie was annoyed at the paparazzi 
and that’s why she left. The magazine ran something about them having issues or 
whatever, Fucking magazines. 

January 16th: Christina Ricci, Daniel Day-Lewis, Dominic Monaghan, Dwayne 
Johnson, Jersey Shore Kids (the whole lot of them), Juliana Margulies, Kate Winslet, 
Kiefer Sutherland, Noah Wyle, and a folder containing some drunk girls walking 
around LAX. 

All of the ones mentioned above smiled at the camera and were extremely nice. 
Dominic was wearing a Manchester United jersey and he showed it off and kissed the 
crest. Jersey Shore kids posed forever (the folder has 309 pictures). 

January 17th: Glenn Close, Kate Winslet, Kristen Bell, and Tate Donovan. 

The Kate Winslet rule: if she arrives at LA she will depart in less than 24-hours. I 
think she hates LA. She only shows up to events and leaves immediately. 

Kristen Bell doesn’t like the paparazzi; the pics are shit. 

January 18th: Dita Von Teese (no drama), Edward Norton (hates the paparazzi), 
Josh Groban (ok), and Matisyahu! 

I didn’t have Matisyahu's info, I just recognized him and took a few pictures. He 
smiled and waved at me with two fingers. TMZ ran that picture and compared him to 
the logo of Zig Zag rolling papers. 

I wrote “no drama” for Dita because I had drama with her years before this set. 
With the other agency, I was having the shittiest day. I had Dita on my list arriving. 
Once I started taking pictures, she covered up and got annoyed. I made the mistake of 
yelling at her to just give it up and let me get a picture and called her a bitch. Something 
I saw other paparazzi do to other celebrities. She later complained and Tweeted about 
mean paparazzi at LAX. That was me. And I publicly apologized on Twitter. I saw her 
multiple times and every time I would put my camera down, come up to her, and 
apologize again. She said, “I didn't even know it was you, I just saw a camera flashing.” 
All the sets I have of her except that dramatic one, she’s smiling at me. I never stopped 
feeling bad for calling her a bitch. 

January 21st: Adrian Grenier (great), Amanda Peet (she fucking hates the paps), 
and Sissy Spacek (lovely). 


January 22nd: Emma Stone, Mariska Hargitay, and Miranda Kerr (all nice and 
simple shoots). 

January 23rd: Bradley Cooper (awesome dude), Demi Lovato (always lovely), 
Marisa Tomei (she hates the paparazzi yet has vanity plates that read TOMEI M. 
Dumbass. She also always hired Crazy Guy), Mel B (okay shoot), and Orlando Bloom 
(another okay shoot). 

January 24th: Ben Affleck (he was a hit or miss), Jane Krakowski (extremely 
nice!), Jessica Lange (nice), Jon Hamm (always cool), Keith Urban (it was okay), Ozzy and 
Sharon Osbourne (they were always a mess, but very nice people). 

January 25th: Dakota Fanning (Patrick also always had her, she was always super 
nice), james Cameron (he just looks smug the whole time), Kathy Ireland (she looked 
fantastic and was nice), Michelle Rodriguez (she loved to fuck with the paps in a cool 
way), Robert Duvall (he looks annoyed), Robert Redford (simple), and The Dream (just 
three simple shots). 

January 26th: Dave Navarro (in the rain, with a pale chick), Russell Simmons 
(nice guy), and Ryan Gosling (already told his story). 

January 27th: Alice Eve, Justin Bieber, Lisa Marie Presley, and Sam Worthington. 

Alice was the star of She’s Out of My League, I used to get compared to Jay 
Baruchel for being skinny fucks (I told him this once). She was super nice and we talked. 
Teven tried asking her out since she was literally out of my league... She just rejected me 
by saying she was seeing someone. 

Justin Bieber... holy shit he was a tiny kid. 

Lisa Marie got snuck straight to security on terminal 2, pictures are crap. 

Sam was always a nice dude. 

January 29th: Demi Lovato (same as before), Eva Mendes (got okay pictures), and 
Neil Patrick Harris. 

Here’s the thing, supposedly, Neil hates the paparazzi. Not me. Both times I saw 
Neil, he was super chill with me and he is smiling in all the pictures. In this set, he was 
with now-husband David Burtka. They were both nice. 

That was the end of January and at the end of that month, I moved to Marina 
del Rey to be closer to the airport. What used to be over a 30-minute drive (traffic 
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sometimes making it worse) turned into a less than a 10-minute drive. I could goin and 
out of the airport at my leisure (depending on my schedule). While living in Hollywood 
I would often go to LAX and spend the rest of the day stuck there with nothing to do. 
89 sets of celebrities for January 2010 and for the most part, I wrote that they 
were all nice. Common misconceptions about celebrities and paparazzi, people think 
that all celebrities despise the paps more than anything. Not at all. Sure, there are a 
bunch that hates it. None of the people from Gossip Girl were ever nice. Especially 
Leighton Meester and Blake Lively who made an over the top scene to hide from the 
paparazzi. Leighton once claimed that I hid inside a dumpster by her apartment in New 
York to photograph her. To this day, I've never been to New York. Blake always carried 
a big white pillow for the plane and to avoid the paparazzi. | never even seen that 


fucking show or care about these people. They acted as if they were the only celebrities 
in existence while other major celebrities would be some of the nicest people. From 
clicking on their IMDB profiles, their catalog is not much to boast about. So... to all the 
people in Gossip Girl, that think you are a big shit, no you are not, fucking relax. 

Sean Penn is not a nice person. He punched Ivan in what was his first week as a 
paparazzo. Sean hid bya phone booth, Ivan wasn't even photographing him (though he 
intended too), without a warning, Sean turned around, sucker-punched him, and ran 
away. 

Oh yeah. 

And Javier Bardem spat in my eye and said to me “eres basura.” 
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CHAPTER 22. LAX FOREVER. 


I got a new tattoo last night! It’s an 8-bit tattoo of Madeline from the retro game Celeste. 
It’s my favorite modern game. After this one, I’m going to cover my arm with more 8-bit 
and 16-bit video game characters. 

My first tattoos were in Houston and they are horrible. It’s a bass clef on my left 
shoulder and treble clef on my right shoulder. I got them when I was 18, it was 2004 
(Christmas break of my first year of college). Itold my cousin on the phone that I wanted 
to “tattoo myself” I'm not sure why I said it like that, but he was drunk and/or in drugs 
that he heard that I wanted to kill myself. “Don’t do it, man! We'll talk in the morning, 
just don’t do it!” He said something like that. 1 thought my cousin was cool with tattoos. 
Iwas disappointed he told me not to do it. 

Isaw him the following morning and he gave me the talk of why I shouldn’t kill 
myself. I said tattoos dude, wtf? “Oh, that, tattoos are cool, sure let's go,” that was his 
response. I walked into a parlor that was barely opening since it was around noon... 
Who the fuck gets tattoos at noon?! I did. The tattoo artist was confused if you could 
even call him that. He might have been the dude that just cleans up the shop. We 
printed shitty treble and bass clefs on the spot and without giving it much thought, I 
got them on my back for $150 or so. 

The rest of my tattoos were done in Los Angeles (until my recent ones in 
Tijuana). 

Ihave a Dali elephant on my side anda triforce on my left arm. Those two were 
done by Rio Lund, a cover girl for tattoo magazines. She's insanely hot and covered 
with tattoos, but I can’t say she’s the best artist (she might be better now). Gato 
photographed her randomly on the street just because she was hot. Creepy as it sounds, 


Rio started posing for him. Pretty girls in LA many times see a camera and they just 
start posing. I met Rio like that and she agreed to do the elephant on my side. I think it 
was her biggest piece yet. It hurt like a motherfucker. 

My half-sleeve on my left arm was done by Joel Christian (amazing artist) in a 
shop where Venice and Marina del Rey intersect. I started surfing when I moved to the 
beach. I loved it so much that I wanted to get a beach tattooed on my arm. Ironically, 
after getting a tattoo, you shouldn't go in the ocean. I stopped surfing after that. 

I told Joel that I wanted a colorful sunset on the beach with birds flying by and 
palm trees. Joel told me it was $40 upfront for the design of the tattoo and to come 
back a week later. A week later I showed up to see what he did. He presented a drawing 
done with bright crayons that looked like a sketch by a 10-year-old. I was displeased 
and couldn't believe I paid him $40 for that. Joel got angry and told me to go into the 
bathroom. There was a poster of Corona beer depicting a sunset, a bucket of coronas, 
two palm trees with a hammock hanging in the middle. 

“You want that shit? Because Ican do that shit if you want.” That’s what Joel said. 
Something about his energy and him confidently knowing that what he presented was 
better, I trusted him. I told him to go for it. I only did one minor change. His drawing 
had five birds, I told him to just make it three (because I have two brothers!). 

He barely used a stencil to place where the mountains would go. After that, it 
was all freehand. It looked amazing. It looks amazing even to this day. But when it was 
fresh, shit, those colors popped out like crazy. 

The rest of 2010 was all LAX and when I wasn't in LAX, I was not working. Both 
my cameras were usually in the trunk of my car and only took them out to recharge the 
batteries. Because both cameras had the battery grip, batteries last for a couple of days 
before having to recharge (and I had a lot of extra batteries and CF cards). I still have 
some of those old CF cards, they are all 1 or 2 gigs. I didn’t shoot raw back then, just 
jpegs. 

Here is all Ishot in February 2010 in order: 

John McCain, Chaning Tatum, Elizabeth Berkley, Lou Ferrigno, Queen Latifah, 
Amanda Seyfried, Howie Dorough, Rob Schneider, Alice Eve, Carrot Top, Emmy 


Rossum, Jersey Shore Guys, Kellan Lutz, Alanis Morisette, Benicio del Toro, Brandy, 
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Connor and Isabella Cruise, Dwayne Johnson, Elizabeth Banks, Emily Blunt, Katy Perry 
and Russell Brand, Lo Bosworth, Stephanie Pratt, Kevin Costner, Amanda Peet, Angelina 
Jolie, Dwight Yoakam, Heidi Klum, Hugh Jackman, John Leguzamo, Piper Perabo, 
Audrina, Brody Jenner, Lo Bosworth (again), Paris Hilton, Robbie Williams, Stephanie 
Pratt (again), Tim Curry, Ashton Kutcher and Demi Moore, Ben Stiller, Emma Roberts, 
Gary Marshall, Jessica Alba, Topher Grace, Julianne Moore, Colin Firth, Gwen Stefani 
and Zuma, Jeff Bridges, Jennifer Garner, Kimora Lee, Lindsay Lohan, Stephen Lang, 
Jayde Nicole and Jessica Hall, Keith Urban, Marisa Tomei and a new boyfriend, Sheryl 
Crow, Ashlee Simpson and Pete Wentz, Chris Brown, Colin Farrell, Ian Somerhalder, 
Nina Dobrev, Heidi Klum, Kim Kardashian, Kevin Costner (again), Michelle Rodriguez, 
James Cameron, Annalynne McCord, Ewan McGregor, Jacqueline Bisset, Kellan Lutz 
(again), Matt LeBlanc, Cat Deeley, Sigourney Weaver, Zoe Saldana, Mia Wasikowska, 
Anna Kendrick, Chris Brown (again, and again fuck this piece of shit), Zooey Deschanel, 
Jersey Shore kids (again), Joel Madden, Frances Bean Cobain, Hugh Jackman, Jersey 
Shore (again), Renee Zelwegger, Sean William Scott, and Nadya Suleman. 

HOLY FUCK! 

That is a huge list for the shortest month (and my hard-drive is so nicely 
organized). 1 counted 79 different celebrities. It ended on the 25th and I went on a break 
for my middle brother’s birthday who moved to Tijuana to be with his girlfriend (now 
wife). We camped in Anza Borrego Springs (and I tripped on shrooms with his friends 
which inspired one of my tattoos). On my way there, encountered snow in California. 
My car’s rooftop was not existent (the back window was destroyed). I got snowed in in 
my convertible. 

Without looking at my frames, I remember John McCain at terminal 1 and he 
was super nice (I was there with a TMZ friend). A picture of Kellan Lutz chugging a 
bottle of water before going through TSA sold somewhere. I remember that it sold, I 
don’t remember our interaction, just thinking “he’s chugging a bottle of water MUST 
GET PICTURE!” Magazines like celebrities when they put tickets in their mouth, shoes 
on their basket, even if they have to take their Macbook out “because they are just like 
us.” 


Frances Bean Cobain was just incredible to see. I didn’t even know Kurt had a 


daughter. She was not happy and covered her face with a book titled “The Legal Limit” 
by Martin Clark. Her airport greeter was a guy we nicknamed “Big Al” a huge black guy 
that was very quiet, rarely dealt with celebrities, and when he did, he just did his job 
right (and didn’t make it easy on us). 

Matt LeBlanc was a killer sale because he was a rare sight and it was the first time 
he was spotted with so much grey hair. I didn't have him on my list. I didn’t recognize 
him when I shot him. But once you work chasing celebrities at LAX you recognize 
patterns that you apply the first rule of papping “shoot now, ask questions later.” Matt 
was sitting on Lexus limousine curbside waiting for airport greeters and handlers to 
get him straight to security. The Lexus sat there for a long time and I stood hidden near 
it for the right moment. Matt LeBlanc came out, I took just a few good frames and he 
rushed through security. I thought I had just photographed George Michael... 

Now March 2010!!! 

Antonio Banderas (or Tony Flags), Maggie Gyllenhaal (with Ramona), Cindy 
Crawford, Gerard Butler, Joe Rogan, Katie Price, Larry King, Michael Douglas, Shia 
LaBeouf, Penelope Cruz with Javier Bardem, Sarah Jessica Parker and Matthew 
Broderick, Demi Lovato, lan Somerhalder, J.K. Simmons, Jonas Brothers, Kate Winslet, 
Keri Hilson, Meredith Vieira, Meryl Streep, Nina Dobrev, Rihanna, Cedric Yarbrough and 
Carlos Alazraqui (love Reno 911!), Cuba Gooding Jr., Kate Winslet (told you she doesn’t 
last in LA), Norm Macdonald, Chazz Palminteri, Forest Whitaker, Larry Wachowski, 
Lourdes Leon and Rocco Richie, Mariska Hargitay, Molly Ringwald, Peter Facinelli, 
Jessica Simpson, Alice Eve, Brooke Burns, Hilary Duff (she tweeted about me!), Maggie 
Gyllenhaal (again), Tommy Chong, Adrian Grenier, Bradley Cooper, Kyra Sedgwick, 
Molly Ringwald (again), J.D. Harmeyer, Josh Hartnett, Matthew McCoughnahey with 
Camila Alves, Orlando Bloom with Miranda Kerr, Whitney Houston, Ashley Tisdale, 
Jessica Simpson (again), Kristen Stewart, Sam Worthington, Ashley Greene, Patrick 
Cassidy and Shirley Jones, Paul Stanley, CSI Dude (still don’t recognize him), Orlando 
Bloom (again, this time solo), Camila Alves, Cindy Crawford (again), Claire Danes, Joan 
Rivers, Kristen Stewart (again), Marisa Tomei, Mentalist Pier, Jennifer Garner, Kris 
Allen, Jennife Garner (again), Josh Duhamel, Miranda Kerr, Robert Downey Jr. Usher, 
Channing Tatum, Gavin Rossdale, LaToya Jackson, Penn Badgley, Sam Worthington 
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(again), Christopher Mintz-Plasse (McLovin!), Justin Bieber, Paul McCartney, Pixie Lott, 
Danny Devito with Rhea Perlman, Dev Patel, Jenny McCarthy, Sharon Osbourne, Luke 
Wilson, Orlando Bloom with Miranda Kerr (again!), Blake Lively, Bridget Moynahan, 
and Nikki Blonsky. 

I tried counting and lost count. A shit ton of celebrities again. Most of these 
shoots I barely have a memory of them unless I go through my frames. Joan Rivers was 
super nice and she roasted me. “Mentalist Pier” didn’t happen at LAX. Boss-X was a fan 
of The Mentalist and he heard they were shooting over at Santa Monica Pier. He took me 
off LAX duty just to shoot the shooting. No sales came from that. Boss-X just loved The 
Mentalist. 

Tommy Chong was awesome. Nina Dobrev was always super nice and usually 
had a bag of In-N-Out with her which made for a good sale. Larry Wachowski is one of 


the Matrix directors who transitioned, so I guess she was Lana then (the first pictures of 
the Wachowski brothers turning into sisters were by Hudson and then by me). 

Sarah Jessica Parker and Matthew Broderick dislike the paparazzi, but I got nice 
pictures of them together. There are pictures of stupid Crazy Guy trying to do his 
flashlight trick (during daytime). But, at LEAST he didn’t fucking spit on my face. 

Pinche Javier Bardem te puedes ir muy ala mierda por escupirme en la cara. ¥ yo 
que fui tan lindo. Te la mamaste vato. 

It’s easy to say “oh poor celebrity, the paparazzi were bothering them WAH WAH. 
WAH.” I wasn't. It was standard protocol at LAX. A celebrity arrives and goes to their 
limousine, paparazzi are expected there. It’s fucking obvious. But nope. Not Bardem. 
Bardem went full douchebag on me. 

Here is how it happened. I had Penelope Cruz on my list and didn’t have Javier 
Bardem, I didn’t know they were together. They arrived together on American Airlines 
at around 2:30 pm. Candy was their airport greeter. She didn’t have a nickname, she is 
just an older lady named Candy who was usually nice but sneaky. 

She was trying to be sneaky. 

I spotted them coming out of the tunnel, headed to the departure level instead of 
arrivals (something very common with celebrities). Candy had other greeters helping 


her and I saw one of them get on the radio suspiciously. Candy turned around and 


took them to the arrivals level through the back. I sniffed it out right away and ran 
downstairs. I saw another greeter downstairs get on the radio and heard him say “he is 
down here now.” So Candy turned around and went upstairs again. 

They did this for a while, trying to sneak them out and for me to disappear. Cat 
and mouse type of game. After 10 or more minutes, I saw a car (big Escalade is usually 
the norm) speed towards the secret doors between terminal 5 and terminal 6, but 
Candy took them through other secret doors by regular check-in in AA. Their car was a 
good 50 yards away and I had Penelope and Javier all for myself with my long lens. 

Like always, I tried to be nice, and this time, in Spanish: “Bienvenidos a Los 
Angeles Javier y Penelope, espero se la pasen muy bien. ;Cémo estuvo el vuelo?” 

I said something similar to that while walking backward and taking pictures. 
Penelope was smiling, almost seemed like she was holding her laughter. Javier was 
looking straight down and not letting me take a picture. Once they got close to the car, I 
switched cameras to start shooting with the short lens and the flash. 

Penelope went to the street side and got behind the driver's seat. Javier stayed on 
the sidewalk and got behind the passenger seat. Ithanked them. 

“Gracias Javier. Gracias Penelope.” 

Iwas walking away as Javier was getting in his car and [heard an “oye” 

I turned around and I thought he was going to shake my hand for being 
respectful that I reached out to shake his hand. After all, it happened with a lot of 
celebrities including FUCKING Paul McCartney. It was a normal procedure if you were 
nice (or so I thought). Wilmer Valderrama was the first one to shake my hand. Adrian 
Grenier followed. Then Hugh Jackman. After that, lost count. 

Instead, Javier spat on my face and said “eres basura.” I still remember exactly 
where it hit me. It was a gross chunky spit in the shape of Portugal, Spain, and France, 
right above my left eye 

I got angry and remember saying stupid shit like “cabrén solo estoy tratando de 
pagar mis putos student loans con una chamba que ni me gusta!” I even spat on their 
car (but I barely had any spit). The car drove off. 

Only one LAX bag handler so the action. He was my homie that sometimes told 


me about celebrities or paparazzi he spotted and I would give him $20 if it was a good 
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tip. He said that was fucked up. I went into the bathroom, cleaned myself, and called 
Boss-X. He urged me to tell the cops immediately, I could charge Javier with assault. 
And I did, I found nearby cops and explained what happened. Candy came back and 
said what he did was fucked up. But it happened exactly where there were no airport 
cameras. | had no proof. And Javier’s car was gone. 

Of the thousands of celebrities I shot, less than 20% despise it and make it 
very complicated (and only one spat on my face). 30% or so are neutral in the aspect 
and usually are nice or understanding. If you are nice and give them their space, they 
are nice back (is that simple). The other half are nice people who understand that the 
paparazzi are just part of the world of being famous. 

This chapter could easily be the Javier Bardem chapter, but he doesn’t deserve it. 

April and May of 2010 are again gigantic lists of celebrities I shot at LAX, 
except one folder. | was eating lunch with my tiny girlfriend, Paulina, at Lemonade 
in Venice Beach and Alyson Hannigan walked in. “Excuse me babe, gotta do some 
work.” I left Paulina eating by herself as I rushed to get my cameras from my trunk. 
Alyson Hannigan is a super lovely person to photograph. She grabbed lunch to go while 
pushing her baby stroller. It’s not LAX. I wasn't even supposed to be working on it. But 
I did. I have pictures of Alyson walking on the sidewalk being super nice, but the baby 
stroller has a cover on and you can't see the kid very well. In all the pictures she has that 
goofy smile that just screams “this one time, at band camp!” 

April 2010: 

Mila Jovovich, Neli Patrick Harris, Rose McGowan, Tori Spelling + family, James 
Franco, Keri Russell, Kristin Kreuk, Scott Weiland, Zoe Saldana, Sting, Alyssa Milano, 
David Hasselhof, Tori Spelling + family (again), Amy Smart, Adam Lambert, Akon, 
Don Rickles, Jessica Simpson, Ted Danson, AnnaLynne McCord with Kellan Lutz, 
David Duchovny, Jane Seymour, Samuel L Jackson, Sean Faris, Al Pacino, Anna Torv, 
Christina Milian, Jocelyn Wildenstein, Rachelle Lefevre, Oksana Grigorieva, James Van 
Der Beek, Vivica A. Fox, Zoe Bell, Glenn Close, Jessica Simpson (again), Kimora Lee 
Simons, Brooke Shields, Cat Deeley, Daisy Fuentes, Isabel Lucas, Jessica Simpson (damn, 
again!), Amanda Seyfried, Bar Refaeli, Emily Blunt, Joaquin Phoenix, Kellan Lutz 


(again), Scarlett Johansson, Carmen Elektra, Mario Lopez, Christina Applegate, David 


Hasselhof, George Clooney, Natasha Bedingfield (Paulina videos for all three), Alex 
O'Loughlin, Greg Giraldo, Hank Baskett with Kendra Wilkinson, Josh Holloway, Kevin 
Kline, Michael Lohan, Sarah Michelle Gellar with Freddie Prinze Jr., Chris Evans, Cillian 
Murphy, John Stamos, Kiefer Sutherland, Kristen Stewart, Taylor Lautner, Eva Mendes, 
Chris Evans, Hugh Jackman, Jonathan Rhys Meyers, Judd Apatow with Leslie Mann, and 
Marilyn Manson with Evan Rachel Wood. 

Whew! 

Alot of fucking shooting again. All remember is Scott Weiland because of Stone 
Temple Pilots and because he died a few years later. The rest were standard shots (Mila 
and Amanda are probably the nicest from the whole list). James Franco is usually not 
very cool about it. 

May 2010: 

Ashton Kutcher with Demi Moore, Colin Farrell, Giada De Laurentiis, Gwen 
Stefani with Gavin Rossdale, Katy Perry, Kevin Bacon, Michael Weatherly, Natasha 
Bedingfield, Nicole Richie, Lindsay Lohan, Nadya Suleman, Bar Refaeli, Ed Westwick, 
Eva Longoria, Gloria Allred, Jessica Simpson, Joe Jonas, Kristin Davis, Marge 
Helgenberger, Nicole Richie (again), Rachel Bilson, Jonathan Rhys Meyers, Rachel 
Uchitel, Ciara, Rebbeca Gayheard with Eric Dane, Halle Berry, Nina Dobrev, Bridget 
Monaghan, Molly Ringwald, Emily Blunt, Marley Sheldon, Cameron Diaz, Ellen Pompeo, 
Ice Cube, Lionel Richie, Antonio Banderas, Leanne Rimes with Eddie Cibrian, Meg Ryan, 
Pharrell Williams, Seal, Jason Bateman, John Cusack (he gave me the finger), Meredith 
Vieira, BJ. Novak with Mindy Kaling, David Boreanaz, Angela Bassett, Ashley Tisdale, 
Emily Deschanel, Guy Torry, Rebecca Romjin with Jerry 0’Connell, Colm Meaney, The 
Hills (a bunch of them arrived including Audrina in a folder that I haven't seen 
in forever), Tori Spelling with Dean McDermott, Amanda Crew, Amanda Seyfried, 
AnnaLynne McCord, Lindsay Lohan, Michael C. Hall, Ryan Gosling, Zac Efron, Emmy 
Rossum, Natalie Portman, Nick and Kevin Jonas, Pete Wentz, Clay Aiken, Juliette 
Lewis, Paul McCartney, Elvis Costello, Nick Jonas, Angie Everhart, Ashley Tisdale, Erin 
Andrews with Shiri Appleby (they didn’t even know each other, they just happened to 
be together), James Haven, Nicki Minaj (holy shit, I do have her!), Oliver Stone, Sofia 
Milos, Apolo Ohno, Drake Bell, Halle Berry, Melanie Griffith, Samantha Ronson, Bam 
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Margera with Ryan Dunn, Olivia Wylde with Jennifer Garner (they were in the same 
flight), Avril Lavigne, Axl Rose (he didn’t punch anyone), Demi Lovato, Nina Dobrev, 
Robbie Williams, Simon Monjack’s parents, and Gina Gershon. 

I also have a bunch of pics of little Paulina and her dogs in her Silverlake 
apartment that she split with her sister (near a Mariscos place that is killer). 

From all the people above, the most memorable is Ryan Dunn with Bam Margera. 
It was on terminal 1 departing. Bam Margera gave a bunch of stuff to Hudson. Some 
shirts, stickers, and other shit from Element. Bam said “This is my fag bag, I have all this 
shit that I don't want. Here, have it,” and gave it to Hudson who was doing video. I told 
Hudson that I wanted Ryan or Bam to slapa pap! 

lasked Ryan before he went through security “hey man, have you ever slapped a 
pap?” He didn’t understand what I said and Hudson reaffirmed “slap a paparazzi man!” 
Without thinking it, Ryan looked at the camera, looked at me, and slapped the fuck out 
of my face. He hit me fucking hard. 


That video made it to TMZ and they freeze-framed right when the slap hit my 
face. was wearing a stupidly bright orange shirt with 4 kittens printed on it witha sign 
that read “Free Kittens!” 

I remember shooting Rachel Uchitel because she was the main news at the 
moment and she was wearing a bright long summer dress and her nipples were pointy. 

And also, Juliette Lewis. I saw her a few times but two occasions stay in my 
memory. Once, I had her arriving exclusive, she was wearing headphones, went to 
Starbucks, and took the headphones off. I asked her what she was listening to, she said 
the new Arctic Monkeys. From there, our conversation delved into new music while I 
was taking pictures of her and she was super nice to me. 

The other time is more Hudson's memory than mine. Juliette Lewis arrived to 
a gangbang of paparazzi and told me I shouldn't be doing this job because I’m white. I 
told her that she’s wrong because I’m Mexican and she started laughing (I’m still really 
white). 
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CHAPTER 23. SANDRA 
BULLOCK / HILARY DUFF 


The end of 2020 is near and fuck this year. The pandemic is ongoing but no one seems 
to care anymore. I was at a bar until past midnight on Saturday and the main street of 
Tijuana was packed (with “safe distance” and other safety measures). We still have an 
election to live through and this horrible year will finally end and this book should be 
published. 

‘An Instagram follower asked me about Keanu Reeves and Nicolas Cage. thought 
I didn’t photograph either of them because I don’t remember, but going through my 
files, I did. Keanu covered his face after a few frames. Nicolas Cage was very fast and I 
barely got a couple of pictures in. I also took pictures of Cage’s wife. I also have a folder 
of Nicolas Cage arriving and him signing plenty of autographs for the autographers, it 
seems like he was nice. 

For the rest of 2010, my life consisted of LAX. It became tedious. I photographed 
the same celebrities over and over. Those who were nice were always a joy to see again, 
some were tough and it would make me want to skip it or put no effort into it. Listing 
them all would be boring, I went through my files and picked up some of my favorites. 
I’ve also been posting a lot on Instagram stories, a lot of “recognize a celebrity quizzes.” 
They are fun. I’ll pin them to my profile so you have a chance to test your celebrity 
knowledge. 

Instead of waking up early and going to celebrities’ houses, it would be to wake 
up early to go to LAX. No more piss bottles. I didn’t mention it before, but yes, I 


did have a piss bottle in my GTI. I used it less than a dozen times, it wasn’t always 


necessary. It usually was a big Gatorade bottle and they were usually single-use. I used 
to wake up around 6 a.m, go to the bathroom and shower, pick-up coffee and breakfast, 
and be parked outside a celebrity's house before 7 a.m. Two hours in, I usually had to 
go to the bathroom. I would simply go back to the Starbucks or coffee shop where I 
bought breakfast (or the closest convenient bathroom) and do it there. If I missed the 
celebrity in that small window, oh well, I'll move on to the next and drive around Los 
Angeles. Sometimes I would just finda nice hidden tree where I could pee without being 
watched. One time, Bruce Willis called the cops on me (or someone from his house) 
because I pissed near his property on Mulholland Dr. He said I was trying to get into his 
property. I was waiting for Victoria Beckham. 

No more real paparazzi shit. Just LAX. 

The folders are also peppered with some videos that Paulina would film. She was 
going to school and doing odd jobs and many times didn’t have much to do. I would 
take her with me to LAX and she used the Flip Mino Camcorder to film and talk to 
the celebrities. In one video you can just hear her swooning over George Clooney. In 
another, she talked to Natasha Bedingfield for a while. Our relationship was a quirky 
one and it didn’t last long, all we did was smoke weed, eat a lot, and play Mario Galaxy 
2 (and follow celebrities at LAX). She is a tiny woman no taller than 4’11 and I’m 674. 
I carried her everywhere. She had just turned 21 and I was turning 24, but she looked 
not much older than 16. Visiting bars was troublesome. That year I also started visiting 
Tijuana because my brother moved south. There’s a picture that Gato took of me 
carrying Paulina on the street and two twins split walking past us making a weird face. 

June is all LAX. The most important folder is the one with Michael Jackson's kids. 
There were a lot of paparazzi there, only me and Hudson got pictures. They aren't the 
best pictures, they got snuck in straight to security on terminal 7 and the only pictures 
are from the lower angle to security. The same angle I got Rihanna smirking my way. 
That was June 23rd. I also shot Jessica Simpson and Miranda Cosgrove. 

July is all LAX again, except for one major travel job, Sandra Bullock. I remember 
this day as if it was yesterday. 

I worked Saturday through Wednesday. Saturdays were usually the slowest of 


days (and it was a day I also worked with Hudson). Because Scott (the roommate) 
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had a regular M-F schedule, he wanted to party that Friday. I had work the following 
morning, but I obliged. Fuck Saturdays, not much will happen. We partied until the 
bars closed in Venice. We used to go to The Brig on Abbot Kinney, I once saw Ty 
Pennington there. I also saw fucking Todd there often. Scott biked there and I followed 
ona skateboard (he also pulled me to make it quicker). It was one of those crazy Friday 
nights with the roommate. 

Before dawn, Igot a call. It was Boss-X. “Get ready, you fly to Dallas in two hours.” 

Just like that. Without any warning. Boss-X bought Hudson and me a pair of 
tickets to fly to Dallas at 7 a.m. to then connect to Austin. There was a direct flight 
from LAX to Austin later in the day, but Boss-X wanted us there as early as possible. 
The connection ended up being delayed that it would have been the same if we took the 
direct Austin flight. 

That Austin flight on the way back had Sandra Bullock. Not only her, but she also 
had her adopted son, Louis Bardo Bullock. 1 just looked him up, I didn’t know the name, 
back then it was massive news that Sandra had adopted a black baby. Thisis after all the 
drama she had with Jesse James. She was expecting paparazzi at LAX, but she wasn’t 
expecting it departing from Austin. As soon as she landed at LAX, it was guaranteed 
that the baby was going to be covered up and there were not going to be any pictures. 

That's why we got sent to Austin on July 10th, with a flight back that same night. 
Sandra didn’t make it to the earlier direct flight. Hudson and I spent the day at Austin 
airport waiting for her. It didn’t seem like she was going to make it to the second flight 
either (we had tickets for that flight). She made it after sunset, at around 6:58 pm, 
making pictures more difficult. 

In the process of waiting, I had an idea. My family, especially my cousin Chris, 
lived in Houston. I texted him to see if he was down to pick me up and I could spend 
a few more days in Austin and get Sandra on her return flight. Chris told me his friend 
Matthew lived in Austin (one of the creators of Farmville). 1 spent a couple of nights 
in Austin hanging out with my cousin's friends playing Street Fighter IV and drinking 
beer. Sandra stayed in LA longer than Boss-X thought, so after two nights, they got me 
another plane ticket back. 

Sandra was with her bodyguard and Louis. Hudson tried to doa video while I did 


my best to take pictures and remain hidden. To make it even more difficult, Sandra and 
the bodyguard sat in the darkest area to wait for the flight. Inever got caught, Hudson 
did. 

Hudson stood up to do a video hidden behind a post, civilians spotted him and 
got suspicious. One of them got up and informed the bodyguard. The bodyguard told 
him to stop. Hudson did and we stopped sitting next to each other. He was on the same 
flight back and filmed them arriving at LAX. More paparazzi were there, including Ivan 
helping Hudson and other competition. Sandra hid the baby at LAX and my pictures in 
Austin are a tad dark. It still made a really good sale. 

August is all LAX again except for Hilary Duff. I shot Javier Bardem in August as 
well. He arrived late on terminal 7 and more paparazzi were there. It was uneventful. 

On August 15th I got Maggie Gyllenhaal with Peter and Ramona again (they 
were nice). Cam Gigandet was also chill. Don Rickles simply waved at the camera. 
Sarah Jessica Parker and Matthew Broderick, I got them coming out of the tunnel, then 
disappeared into some secret doors that I didn’t know where they went and never saw 
them. Turns out they go to Tom Bradley, they were getting creative on how to sneak 
celebrities out of LAX. And pictures of Whitney Port late at night not loving it. 

On August 16th, I was on a flight to Cabo San Lucas to find Hilary Duff and 
Mike Comrie for their honeymoon. It was an impossible situation and Boss-X told me 
so. The only thing he knew is that they flew to Cabo. Boss-X had no idea where they 
were staying or anything else, just guesstimated a place where celebrities were spotted 
before. Boss-X let it all to me and sent me solo (with the company’s black American 
Express credit card). 

I booked Hacienda Encantada Los Cabos Resort. The hotel and Cabo seemed. 
nearly empty. I didn’t have much with me but a small backpack with clothes and swim 
trunks, and a bigger backpack with my cameras, including a 150-600mm/f5-6.3 Sigma 
lens. The first day I spent it familiarizing myself with my hotel, my surroundings, and 
Cabo in general. I walked the stretch of the beach back and forth for miles. In between 
hotels, there were nice big houses and Boss-X thought the honeymooners might be 
there. 


Page 219 of 203 - 74% 


PAPARAZZI DAZE: CELEBRITY ENCOUNTERS 


The following day, I did the same. I woke up early with my huge camera bag, 
a book, and plenty of water and I walked the beach back and forth, stopping at shaded 
spots to read a chapter of a book or two (I was reading Invisible Monsters by Palahniuk). 
Ihave bad pictures of the beach and the huge houses on the stretch. | also have random. 
pictures of a few people walking on the beach. 

Cabo was desolate. And I looked ridiculous walking around the beach with a 
huge bag and not muchelse. 

At 12:27 pm, August 17th, I spotted who I thought was Hilary and Mike, a 
football field or more away. I wasn’t sure it was them, but there was almost no one 
on the beach. I took my camera out and took pictures. They saw me immediately and 
walked back to their rental house. The pictures are far and they are crap. You can barely 
tell it’s them, but I found where they were staying. 

I went back to the hotel and told Boss-X about the situation. | also told him 
there was another hotel with better views of where they were staying, the Hotel Riu 
Palace. He told me to switch hotels and that he was sending Hamo as a back-up. Hamo 
jumped between many agencies, in that moment, he worked in the same one as me. 
Despite not working together for more than a year, he joined me. 

I moved to the Hotel Riu Palace that same afternoon. A beautiful place that I 

njoyed by myself for a while. I also spotted a boat on the ocean floating suspiciously 
by where Duff house was located, competition was there. I was instructed to wait for 
Hamo. 


The following early morning, I went jogging on the beach without my camera. 


Huge mistake. I spotted Hilary in a bikini standing by the pool. I ran back to the 
hotel for the camera, but it was too late. Hamo was arriving with more gear and more 
experience (we were also hiring a boat). It was only day three of their honeymoon. 
That same day, Hilary and Mike flew back. Their honeymoon lasted just a 
couple of nights. There were no paparazzi shots except the shitty ones I took. Hamo flew 


for nothing but to stay two nights in a great hotel with me. There are no pictures from. 


August 19th, we thought they were still in Cabo. My next folder is August 20th in Cabo 
and there are the pictures of the house where Mike and Hilary stayed. 

That was my last travel job. The rest of my days were spent at LAX. 

One of those days, I got both Hilary Duff and Sandra Bullock almost at the 
same time. It happened in the lost time of my hard drive because I don’t have the 
pictures, but I remember how it went down. Sandra Bullock was departing with Jesse 
James and the kids on terminal 5, Delta. More than a dozen paparazzi were waiting for 
Sandra, running around the terminal after every limousine and observing me. I went 
to the arrivals level and spotted Angela (an airport greeter) looking nervous near the 
elevator. I knew she was going to sneak Sandra through arrivals and straight to the 
third level on departures. All the paparazzi were on the middle level. I took a gamble 
and waited on the third level hidden from the other paparazzi and it paid off. Angela 
thought she was sneaking Sandra in but she took her right to me. I got great pictures of 
Sandra and Jesse Jamesand the kids exclusive while the other paparazzi wondered what 
happened. 

At the same time, a TMZ friend called me to tell me he had Hilary Duff 
exclusive on terminal 7. She was waiting for her bags and had no airport greeter. As 
soon as I was done with Sandra, I ran to terminal 7. Other paparazzi saw me running 
and started following me, but once they saw I was going further than terminal 6, they 
stopped. And Hilary was standing by herself talking to the TMZ guy. He had already 
interviewed her for a while so he was just chatting with her. I said hi to Hilary and got a 
couple of dozen pictures of her waiting for her limousine and her being nice. 

I walked back to Delta. Bobby, a British dude with a very heavy accent and 
the only paparazzo I liked from the bunch asked me what happened. I told him I 
nailed Sandra exclusive and they all missed it. And at the same time, I got Hilary Duff 
exclusive and that’s why I ran. Bobby left LAX with the information I gave him looking 
disappointed. The rest of the paparazzi stayed on terminal 5 waiting for Sandra Bullock 
to show up. 
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CHAPTER 24. ELIJAH WOOD. 


Gato texted me this morning. He spotted Emma Watson on the European island he lives 
in. He has no gear to work with, so he gave the tip to someone else for the promise of 
10% of the sale. 

I have to get Donatella (my car) from the mechanic. After passing smog and 
registering her to my name for the next year, she died. And died hard. The mechanic 
suggested buying an engine from a junkyard and getting rid of mine. He couldn't find 
a good engine, so he ended up fixing the old one (without telling me). I'm not sure how 
much money he wants. I already gave him $400 and he said it will be another $400 but 
we have to “check the numbers.” 

1m going to check the numbers with him soon. 

Worrying about money always sucks. 

When I switched from Frauder-Riffling to NPG, money was not a concern. 
Frauder still owed me money from a lot of my shoots and NPG was paying meas staff. I 
was getting double pay. When I finally quit and went on a road trip around the US, both 
agencies were still paying me acommission from back sales. For almost full year, Iwas 
getting a monthly check from two agencies without doing anything. It wasn’t much, it 
started big with around 4k and went downhill month after month rapidly. 

It was obvious that Frauder-Riffling was stealing money when I was working 
with them, they weren't going to stop once I was gone. They paid me enough not totake 
any action, but still stole thousands. 

NPG and Boss-X were always very honest and upfront about everything, and I 
was happier with the simpler LAX job. They still stole money. It wasn’t Boss-X. It was an 
accountant. And she not only stole money from me, but she would also steal from every 


photographer in the agency. The agency usually had around a dozen photographers, 
half staff, the other half freelancers that would come and go. 


Theard the accountant ended up in jail for stealing over a million. I have no idea 
if this is true. She was a nice blonde young woman with a big smile showing pearly 
whites. Thinking back, that smile was the fakest imaginable. I will never know how 
much money that was meant for my work went to the wrong hands. People are amazed 
at how much money the paparazzi business can make (is less now). 

Let me break it down for you with what was one of my most popular pictures, 
Lindsay Lohan in Hawaii. 

It ran as a half cover on In Touch Weekly, that’s a national magazine that had a 
circulation of over half a million copies a week. For cover pictures, they could pay over 
20k or more depending. For the Lohan picture, the fraud agency probably got around 
10k. 

That's just one magazine 

Every national magazine will want the same picture, for cover or the inside. 
Every magazine will have to pay at least $3,000 for exclusive pictures of Lindsay in 
Hawaii. That’s easily another 30k. 

Nicer magazines will pay more for the picture (the Lindsay picture also ran in 
Maxim, Playboy, and Rolling Stone I believe). If it’s bigger news, other outlets will also 
want the picture. 

The business is worldwide. Australia pays handsomely and so do some European 
countries. The money fragments here since the agency hires other international 
agencies to sell the pictures in their local market. Prices vary. Latin America and China 
pay pennies compared to other countries. 

That’s still just print. Hollywood Access and shows of the sort also want the 
picture. If a picture runs for 10 seconds airtime, it usually means thousands. If there's 
a video, even more. If it’s the main story, more cash. They also pay for reruns or if the 
picture is used again in a different context. 

Let’s not forget the blogs! 

They paid the least, but there is a lot of them (and a lot of them steal pictures). 
TMZ, Perez Hilton, JustJared, Pop Sugar, E! Online, and so many more will also add 
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money to the bucket for the same picture (anywhere from $20-500 depending on the 
picture or set). 

That's why one picture can net so much money. It’s not one sale. It’s the 
accumulation of sales. That's why it’s so easy to skew with the numbers and fuck the 
photographers. 

Money was good, I was still hating my life. 1 only wanted to do it for a year, I 
was already on my fourth. I knew it was going to be my last year doing it. I did the job 
reluctantly. Often not caring if I missed a celebrity or just letting them go. I also just 
started talking to them about quitting and writing this book. I talked to Elijah Wood 
about it and he told me to go for it. I wrote the chapter that day and I thought it was 
going to be the prologue for this book. 


The Elijah Experience 


January 19, 2011. 

The sound of my alarm woke me up at 8:22 a.m. I always set my alarm on odd 
numbers. I do the same when I'm reheating leftovers in the microwave. I never put an 
even number. 

The alarm rings loudly from my Droid 2, the song of Flashman from 
Megaman 2. I wake up, not wanting to, but I have to get up and go to work. It's been 
two weeks now since I decided that I don't like my life, that I need to quit and pursue 
something else. 

I'm a photojournalist and not your normal one. I take pictures of celebrities, 
actors, musicians, athletes, or people that somehow got famous for no reason at all. 
Also known as a paparazzo, stalkerazzi, scum of the earth, call it whatever you want, 
trust me, I've heard them all. 

It is a fun job, for the first six months... Then it becomes just like the other jobs, 
routine. Except, there is no much routine. Everyday is a mix of things and everyday 
anything can happen. It somehow becomes tedious, annoying, and unbearable. It's 
such a bad job, that an employee for one of the biggest paparazzi shows in the industry 
quit their job saying that if he continued working there, he would kill himself. 


I tumed off my alarm and saw that I had several text messages, a lost call, and 
an email. The first thing I check is the email, because I know it comes from Boss-X. The 


email has alist of names and flight numbers. This is the email: 


AMY SADERIS- CO 1503 

LOU GOSSIT JR- DL 1719 

ROSEANNE BARR- DL 370 

KARA DIGOUARDI- AA21 

KIM AND KOURTNEY KARDASHIAN- AA 185 


I analyzed the names and flight numbers and I realized pictures of the first 
four names are worthless. The only thing that is worth taking a picture is of Kim and 
Kourtney Kardashian, celebrities with no talent. After that, I call a number that takes 
me directly to a voicemail with a password. The voicemail is from someone that I have 
never met or any idea who it might be. This is what the voice says to me: 

"The 19th, 30 Frank and Dennis Jonas, 34 Darren Aronofsky, 33 Jerry Lewis, 4 Phil 
Johnson, 118 Ralph Edwards, 3 Angie Dickinson, 185 Kourtney and Kim Kardashian" 

He says all the names fast and quietly. I have to listen at least two times through. 
The list contains people like you and me, they happened to book a flight in first-class 
American Airlines. They could be celebrities. I recognized two names. The first one is 
Darren Aronofsky, one of the best directors of our times and he has directed several of 
my favorite movies, but you never see his picture in a magazine unless there's some 
controversy. I do not bother finding out at what time he will be at the airport. The 
second one is something I already knew. Kourtney and Kim were flying, the voicemail 
confirms it. I know several flight numbers by memory, and I know the AA 185 stands 
for American Airlines 185 scheduled arrival at 12:20 a.m. (yes, twenty minutes past 
midnight). 

Great, I work at midnight, I can go back to sleep. | wake up again to the sound of 
my Droid 2. This time is Airman music from the same videogame. The different song 
means I'm getting. call. It’s Boss-X. I pick up the phone, hopefully, it doesn't sound like I 
was sleeping, though I'm sure it does. He asks me why my work phone is off. I apologize, 
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then asks me if I'm at the airport. I said no, nothing is going on except the midnight 
flight that I'm covering. “Jake Gyllenhaal is flying out of Delta soon, get your ass over 
there.” 

It's 10:53 a.m. I get up, put on the first clothes I spot in my room, run to the 
kitchen to grab a glass of milk, grab my keys, my CF cards, and run outside the door to 
my car. I live close enough to the airport that it won't take me more than 15 minutes to 
drive over there. I make it to the airport at 11:05 a.m. ] walk around the Delta terminal 
and I stare at the screens, I know Sundance is happening, so I assume Jake Gyllenhaal is 
flying out to Salt Lake City. The disgusting pungent smell of cheap heavy duty orange 
cleaner makes me come to my senses. Yes, its Delta alright, no other place in LAX smells 
like the Delta terminal. I keep scanning the screens, and there it is, DL 2204 departing 
at 1:05 p.m. I stroll towards first class, my long lens camera on my left shoulder, and 
a messenger bag on my right shoulder containing another camera with a short lens, 
a flash, and a power pack. The bag also carries my sunglasses, batteries, a Flip video 
camera in case something weird happens, and other assorted trash. 

Celebrities usually don't like to wait or check their bags. They have people to do 
all of this for them, they are called greeters. I know Jake uses a greeter, and on my way 
back from first-class I spot the greeter that most likely will have him. He is wearing a 
hideous red suit with some airport passes hanging from his neck and a couple of tickets 
in his hands. The greeter spots me. This greeter doesn't like me, they all know me and I 
know all of them. Inicknamed this greeter "Grey Fox". He fucked me over before with a 
Mariah Carey arrival. In this business, you can't trust anyone. 

Grey Fox gets on the phone, he knows I'm behind him and knows why I'm here so 
he decides to lose me. As I said, I decided to quit soon, so I don't worry too much about 
playing the cat and mouse game with him. I texted Boss-X asking who is the source of 
the tip, he tells me it's a reliable source, but does not know the flight number. I start 
worrying and start looking for any signs of Jake Gyllenhaal. I don't see any, I'm ready 
to give up. But then, I see something, a black Prius that for some reason I thought I 
recognized. 

lapproached the car slowly and from a very long distance, I realized Elijah Wood 


just got dropped off by a friend of his. He is wearing a burgundy hood, a messenger bag, 
jeans, and Ray-Ban sunglasses almost identical to the ones I was wearing. Iam relieved 
it's Elijah Wood because he is one of the nicest celebrities in the industry (most of them 
are nice). His picture is not worth much, butat least I can say I was at LAX working. I see 
him checking in, he starts walking towards me, so it's time to take my longlens camera 
out of my bag and start snapping some pictures. He approaches me and says “you guys 
are everywhere now." I hated this comment, I don't like being associated with other 
paparazzi. I never saw myself like one. I respond that he won't see me soon, that I plan 
on quitting. He laughs and moves into a line that's not the first-class line. Itold him I'll 
give him space to check-in and that I won't bother him. 

‘When he is done checking-in he walks towards me again. I take more pictures 
and he asks me about my decision to quit. I told him I'm tired, I'm young, and I never 
really wanted to be a paparazzo. We chat for a little bit, I tell him I'm a huge fan of 
Lord of the Rings and that I'm a musician. Then he walks out to have a cigarette. Most 
celebrities don't like to be bothered while smoking, much less have their picture taken, 
since its bad publicity. I don't bother him, I keep looking for Jake, though I know he has 
already gone through or it was a bad tip. 

Elijah is done smoking, he walks back in and introduces himself and shakes my 
hand, his sunglasses are no longer on. He asks me if I'm from France, which I am not. 
I tell him I'm from Mexico, like everyone else, he seems a little bit surprised. Then he 
asks me what kind of music I play. I say it's pretty complex since I like math-rock, and 
what a surprise, Elijah knows what I'm talking about, he knows what math-rockis, or at 
least he pretended to know what it is. Then I told him I've been thinking about writing 
a book about myself and about this crazy job I ended up with. He says "that would be 
a fascinating book." The little Hobbit and an amazing actor (please watch Green Street 
Hooligans) just told me I could be writing a fascinating book. Icame home and I wrote 
this chapter, the introduction to the journal life of a paparazzo. This was just acommon 
day, a lot of stories await, and I have to go back to LAX tonight to shoot Kim and 
Kourtney Kardashian. I've taken their picture easily over thirty times. 
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CHAPTER 25. KING OF 
LAX. DIEGO LUNA AND 
GAEL GARCIA BERNAL. 


This is the beginning of the end. By late 2010, I was sick of the job already. More 
competition started to show up at LAX. Gangbangs were common. After I quit, 
paparazzi friends told me it got even worse. LAX was the “new Robertson.” That 
boulevard was a hot spot for celebrities that wanted to be shot and it was the stepping 
stone for many beginner paparazzi (and a lot of non-exclusives). GVK told me that after 
left, he became the king of LAX. Not only was he the best photographer at the airport, 
but he ended up with the best connections. He didn't even have to go to LAX anymore, 
other photographers did the job for him and he paid them cash on Fridays. A real king 
of LAX. 

GVK also informed me that the gay greeter that used to say nasty things to me 
got murdered. He was a weird and nasty guy. He loved to hook up with gangsters. 
Something went wrongin one of those encounters and he ended up dead. GVK also told. 
me that alot of the greeters got cancer. Not only did breathing airport fumes daily cause 
harm, but the detectors they installed were also causing cancer. A good friend of mine 
that worked at LAX for years has been battling cancer since 2014. 

The last time I went to LAX was for a flight to Minneapolis to visit my college 
buddies back in 2018. I saw ‘Danny Boy’ the greeter by American Airlines. I went to say 


hi to him. He treated me as if I was still a paparazzo and shushed me away. I had my 


camera with me, but those weren't my intentions. I just wanted to know how everyone 
was doing. Especially the greeters that used to be nice to me. And Erika. Erika was the 
hottest greeter but she rarely had acelebrity. 

Lused to know almost everyone at LAX and they knew who I was (Hudson was 
a bit more popular). LAX people often confused me with fucking Todd. Just because we 
are just both tall dudes, but we don’t look alike. 

There were no more travel jobs. I got “fired” in 2011 and decided to go ona road 
trip.I sold the 95’ Miata and bought a Mazda 6, 2006 in the same dealership where Jason 
Bateman bought a Corvette on Arrested Development. That show had a bunch of scenes 
in Marina del Rey. I only have one folder of Jason Bateman from May 14, 2010.1 heard 
he wasn’t nice to the paparazzi, but the day he was nice to us (TMZ was there). There 
isa close-up picture of the TMZ guy’s sunglasses in the folder. I’m with Paulina on the 
reflection. 

On September 13, 2010, I shot the following: Evan Rachel Wood, Justin 
Timberlake, Lil Twist, Lindsay Lohan, Natasha Bedingfield, Peter Facinelli, and Lady 
Gaga. 

They were all nice and standard easy shoots except Lady Gaga. Timberlake was 
filming a movie at LAX and was shot from a distance. 

Many pictures are gone not only because of the hard-drive mistake but because 
what I wanted was to send the pictures to the office, not keep them to myself. I had 
better Lady Gaga pictures, but I am sure I gave my CF card that had the best pictures 
to Hudson to edit and send to the office and I kept my long lens pictures (which 
aren’t great). Lady Gaga went through the airport wearing only a jacket and a thong. 
Her thong had handcuffs tied on them (which is illegal). There were no fucks given by 
security. 

Talso saw Gaga on July 8, 2009. It was a horrible gangbang. 

Lady Gaga escaped my grasp on October 2nd, 2010. She arrived on United 
Airlines. She was always a Killer sale no matter what. Boss-X bought me a ticket to get 
her at her gate instead of curbside. It took more than an hour for her to get off the plane. 
I heard passengers talk about Gaga still sitting in the airplane and refusing to sign 
autographs. She finally came out and I got pictures of her back (and her bare ass because 
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she was again wearing just a thong and a gold suit jacket). Instead of going to the exit, 
they took her to an elevator I've never seen. Since I wasn’t familiar with the inside of the 
terminals, Thad no idea what they did. Turns out, they took her to the runway and she 
was picked up there. 

GVK also informed me that this later became the norm at LAX. Celebrities 
getting picked up or dropped off directly on the runway instead of the hassle of going 
through security (and paparazzi) 

On October 10th, 20101 shot with Hudson: Eric Bana, Jessica Chastain, Jessica 
Stroup, Olivia Munn, and Diego Luna with Gael Garcia. 

My friend, Tamara Vallarta, asked me: “if I was going to balconear what 
happened with Diego and Gael?” Balconear is Spanish slang for spilling the beans. 
Tamara knows Diego and other Mexican celebrities because she’s a quasi-famous 
actress in Mexico City (she was the star of a Netflix show that no one watched and 
she has played supporting characters in shitty Mexican movies). I’m also friends with 
Alfonso Dosal (since my teens), another Mexican celebrity that knows them both (he 
acts in shows with them). They are both some of the nicest people I know. 

Gael tried to fight me or at least intimidate me. 

We weren’t there for them, we were there for Jessica Stroup. The pictures of 
Stroup were taken at 8:25 pm in arrivals in terminal 4. Hudson did a video interview, I 
snapped away. She was nice. We had Eric Bana later in the night, so we went back into 
the terminal to waste time. 

That's when I saw Gael with Diego standing by the baggage carousel. Alfonso 
Cuarén was standing by them with his family. I told Hudson about them. He had never 
heard of any of them. I explained to him that they are huge in Mexico and that lama fan 
of them (I used to know Y Tu Mama También line by line). Hudson didn’t want to shoot 
it, but [convinced him it was worth it and also wanted my picture with them. 

In the first three pictures (8:37 pm), Gael is looking around, noticeably lost. 
Diego follows behind him. They didn’t even notice me taking pictures until I greeted 
them and welcomed them to LA in Espafiol. I asked them if I could take a picture with 
them as they walked towards the taxi line. Hudson took a picture of us. Gael looks 


annoyed. Diego is throwing the peace sign looking tired but still managed a half-smile 


Took happy as fuck throwing the devil horns. 

After that picture, I turned around and kept taking pictures. 

“G¥a estuvo no? Ya te tomaste la foto?” 

Gael confronted me. 

“Si... pero voy a seguir tomando, porque también soy paparazzi.” 

1 kept shooting while Gael kept saying shit to me. I put my camera down and 
he came up to me seemingly wanting to fight. Pumping up his chest towards me. I’m. 
almost a foot taller than him. I asked him if he was serious and if this was necessary. 
“you already got your fucking picture, stop taking pictures.” Gael insisted in Spanish 
while Hudson kept shooting. 

“Gael, esta siendo buen pedo, dejalo,” said Diego. Meaning that I was being cool. 
T asked them where their ride was. They said they were going to the taxi line. The taxi 
line had over a dozen people and knowing LAX, I knew they were going to be waiting 
for more than 20 minutes. I told Diego in Spanish, “check it out. You are celebrities. I’m 
going to keep taking pictures near the taxi line, The taxi drivers will pick you up faster.” 

I kept shooting while Gael and Diego walked to the taxi line, and just as I told 
them, the taxi driver in charge of the line went straight to the guys and had them cut in 
line to the front. Diego is laughing in the rest of the pictures while Gael has a face that 
kind of says “well, that wasn’t a bad deal.” 

November and December were more months full of LAX action and more names 
that get repeated and some weird ones. I even shot Rod Blagojevich, Verne Troyer, 
Chaka Khan, Bristol Palin, Megan McCain, Chaz Bono, Meat Loaf, and Antoine Dodson. 

also saw Al Pacino and he is one of the nicest out there. He makes time to sign 
everyone's autograph, take pictures with fans, shake hands with all, and overalla super 
nice dude. 

At the beginning of 2011, the agency offered $500 more to our monthly pay. I 
told them it was my last year. Despite the raise and the commission bonus was paying 
me plenty extra, I was burnt out. 

I wrote a few chapters while still doing the job. The last chapters of this book 
are those old texts, revised, and edited. This was January 3 1st, 2011, when I broke my 
record by shooting 22 celebrities in one day. 
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My record, the world record 
January 31st, 2011. 

Yet another day at LAX, my home far away from home, the place where you will 
see the most celebrities in one day. Especially right after an award day. This time it was 
the SAG awards, which I know nothing about and did not care to follow. All knew is I 
had a long day ahead of me and I was ready for it. After skipping a week of work from 
feeling sick, I was ready to work, make some money, and impress Boss-X. The LAX list 


was the following, I received it at 7:42 a.m.: 


LESLEY ANN WARREN- WN 1027 dep 11:45 am 
DELTA BURKE AND GERALD MCRAINEY- DL 2805 dep 11:50 am 
HUGH JACKMAN- VX 409 arr 2:55 pm 
ANNETTE BENNING- AA 180 dep 4:25 pm 
HOLLY HUNTER- AA 180 

JJ ABRAMS- UA 458 dep 11 am 

JASON LEE- AS 711 dep 6:30pm 

KATE OBRIEN- AA 264 dep 1 pm 

JULIANNE HOUGH- AA 32 dep 1:45 pm 

MARK RUFFALO- AA 4 dep 12:25 pm 

LOU GOSSIT JR DL 1325 arr 9:41 a.m 

STEVE BUSCEMI- UA 890 arr 9:11 am 

CYNDI LAUPER- AA 22 dep 3 pm 

HENRY WINKLER- AA 299 arr 11:08 a.m. 
HUGH DANCY- UA 28 dep 4:27 pm 

ADAM LEVINE- AA 2433 arr 2:45 pm 

COLM FEORE- AC 793 arr 8:19 pm 

JEREMY RENNER- AS 707 dep 9 pm 

EMILY BROWNING- OF 94 dep 11:20 pm 


aa3i 
30Julia Marguilies dep 11:45 pm 


2 tina fey, Lisa Kudrow, Vanessa Minnillo dep 9:20 am 
40 Hargitay. Jane Krakowski dep 11:05 am 

22 Katrina Bowden Julia Stiles dep 3 pm 

33 Chelsea Handler arr 11:30 am 


I didn't recognize a lot of those names. Like always, I google a bunch of names 
and flights before I leave my apartment. I made it to LAX at 9 am. to terminal 4. There 
were already autographers there. Twenty minutes later competition showed up, and 
not the usual LAX paparazzi. His name is Kay and works for a different agency. I've 
worked with him before following Jennifer Aniston. He is cool, so I don't mind that he 
showed up to ruin my exclusive. 

Jane Krakowski shows up first, and I decided to shoot a video and ask her about 
her pregnancy. The video is terrible. I get nervous when doing video, my accent acts up 
and I just mumble words. I asked her if she had picked up any baby names. She says 
she hasn't and goes to the check-in line with her boyfriend. When she's done I ask her 
if she's hoping for a boy or a girl. She replies she just wants a healthy baby. I tell her if 
the baby is a guy, she should name him Matthew, and if it's a girl, Sophia. She ignored 
me from that moment on, so I decided to switch to still photography. I take a couple of 
frames. She then goes to security and I run up the stairs to take more pictures of her 
going through TSA. 

On my way up, I see a couple of limousines pull curbside. An AA greeter went 
towards one of them. It was Mariska Hargitay and her five-year-old kid. Behind her, Alec 
Baldwin came out of a limousine. Mariska's kid runs towards Baldwin and yells "Alec!!!" 
like he is a friend that he has known for ages. Alec grabbed him and threw him over 
his shoulder like a doll. The autographers were all over Mariska by then, and Alec was 
holding hands with Mariska’s kid and walking inside. I had no idea Alec Baldwin and 
Mariska were friends, much less close friends. The pictures are excellent, I don't say 
anything, Ijust shoot and so does Kay. Alec Baldwin is usually not a nice person at LAX, 
but heis being nice while playing with the kid. 

Mariska is done signing autographs and walks into the terminal straight to 
security. I tried to make a joke and tell her that Alec has kidnapped her son. She stops 
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before going to security, picks up her son, kisses him (still great pictures), and walks 
into the check-in line with her AA greeter. Since she had a greeter, it takes no time to 
check-in and they have the tickets ready. They walk up towards security while Alec still 
checks in. 

Again, I run to the security area and keep snapping pictures, by this time I 
already have over 100 frames of all: Krakowski/Baldwin/Hargitay. Mariska walks by me 
with her son and I say what I always say, "have a nice flight, Mariska." She thanks me 
and tells me to edit the bad pictures out. Alec catches up to security, they go to the other 
fax end, where the angle isn't that great and TSA gets mad for no reason if you stand 
on that other side. The security pictures aren't as great as usual, but who cares, it's a bit 
past 10a.m. and 1 already have over a hundred pictures. 

Kay starts leaving and says goodbye. I tell him I have to stay and shoot Delta 
Burke and Gerald McRaney, something I could have easily skipped, but 1 wanted to 
shoot as much as possible on my first day back. I walked over to Delta terminal 5, and 
there's a bunch of greeters there. The greeter, Grey Fox, seems to be getting ready for 
clients. I'm not that worried, so I sit down. An Escalade comes to a stop close to where I 
was sitting down. I googled Delta and Gerald on my phone just to make sure who these 
people are since they were famous before I was even born. Grey Fox goes to the car and 
it is Delta and Gerald, I have no idea how to treat this set. I have no idea who these 
celebrities are, so without saying much I just start taking pictures with my long lens. 
Gerald didn't seem to like it, but Delta appreciated the recognition. They go to check-in, 
and I take a couple of frames, then they walk towards security and I say, "thanks guys, 
havea good flight." Shoot a couple of frames and walk back to AA terminal 4. Ihave four 
sets already and the day promises more. 

The next thing on the list is Mark Ruffalo, who happens to be a nice guy. Goth 
is here for him. We sit down at the security level in the terminal and wait for Mark. 
A limousine comes curbside, and it's Mark with his wife. Mark is on the phone and he 
looks intense about it. Goth goes to get pictures signed and heis nice and signsa couple. 
Mark throws his drink to the garbage, does curbside check-in, and walks inside. He 
hangs up the phone to just say hello to me, I repeat the classic: "Hey Mark, have a great 
flight guys, thanks." As soon asI stopped taking pictures he got on the phone again. 


Igo upto security to keep shooting, and he is still on the phone through security. 
He leaves his phone through the metal detector while the call is still ongoing, rushes 
through the other side of the metal detector to grab his phone, and continues his talk. 
When I'm doneis already past 11 a.m. and Henry Winkleris arriving. Idon't care much 
for him, but Goth wants his autograph, so we work as a team to find him arriving. He 
arrives downstairs and I yell at Goth who was up the escalator to run down. Goth hada 
"Bulldogs" helmet from the movie Waterboy for Winkler to sign. He happily signs and 
happily waves at the camera, semi-incredulous that someone is taking his picture. I 
thank him for his time and go back upstairs. 

Chelsea Chandler is arriving next, and I've heard she's not nice to the paparazzi, 
though I've never shot her. Again, I'm not that concerned to take her picture, since she's 
not that important but I want to get as many as possible. She comes out wearing a white 
robe thing that she keeps over her head, she also has sunglasses on and ared bag. She is 
being followed by what seems tobe a gay friend who doesn't want his picture taken. She 
hides a bit but gives up and starts smiling. I say "welcome back to LA" and she tells her 
friend "this is a nice paparazzi guy!" Itake pictures as she makes her way to her car, she 
hugs her friend and gets in her limousine. 11:45 a.m. I already have 6 sets. 

I finally had a lunch break, but it's not long enough for me to leave the airport, 
and I hate the overpriced horrible LAX food. I sit at the security level at AA to waste 
my time and play with my phone. Not even 20 minutes later, and I already see another 
celebrity. Kat Von D is walking up to security. She is usually a sweetheart, but she had 
drama with Jesse James and had been followed a lot recently, She's not happy to see 
someone taking her picture at the airport. She's wearing the strangest purple jacket and 
I take pictures of all of it. She takes it off to get through TSA and she looks fantastic. I 
can't believe she's engaged to a person who is famous for cheating on Sandra Bullock. 
She goes through the metal detector and grabs her things. 

I texted Boss-X that Kat Von D just went through. She wasn't on the list and he 
might want to know about her departure in case he wants to follow her. When I'm done 
with her, Goth spots David Zayas. I have no idea who heis, but Goth tells me he is from 
Dexter. I take pictures and David appreciates the recognition and waves to the camera 
happily. Right after Zayas, Goth recognizes a girl from the movie "The Fighter." Istarted 
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shooting her as well. He then remembers that it's Kate O'Brien, Conan's sister. She was 
on my list. At the same time H-man, a greeter with that nickname, is curbside waiting 
for someone. We walk downstairs to check it out, and out of a limousine comes out 
some dude I don't recognize at all. Goth does though. Is Mickey Ward, the boxer that the 
movie The Fighter is based on. Just to make it even more obvious, Mickey is wearing a 
shirt with his picture of his movie. 

There goes my lunch break. Julianne Hough is next, and she always has her 
puppy with her which makes the pictures much more valuable. Goth also needs to get 
her autograph. After waiting for around 20 minutes, a car shows up and a pretty blonde 
girl with a brunette girl comes out of the car. I'm not sure if it's her, soI let Goth do his 
thing and ask for an autograph. This confirms it, it's her. I start snapping away as she 
walks to check-in. I'm nice again and wish her a good flight and I run up to security 
to take pictures. She has to grab her puppy out of her D&G bag to go through the 
metal detectors. As she picks him out, she kisses the puppy. The metal detector rejects 
Julianne Hough because of a crazy amount of metal bracelets she was wearing. Instead 
of going through the metal detector again, she chooses to get the security pat-down, 
which is also great for pictures. She gives her puppy to her brunette assistant and goes 
through a different checkpoint where she makes the airplane shape with her arms and 
TSA pats her down. No terrorist here. 

Goth tells me that Harvey Keitel is arrivingin 10 minutes. I don't care about him, 
but again I help Goth work the scenario. He tells me Harvey is a dick, now I cared even 
less. Harvey arrives through the upstairs, and I tell Goth to come up and I get ready 
to take some pictures, they detour and go downstairs. I decided not to follow. Seconds 
later, I changed my mind and went to check up on Goth. He already got one autograph 
and he wasn't going to get anymore. He confirms that he is not a nice guy. Out of 
nowhere, Joe Jonas shows up. I know for a fact he is nice, he is wearing huge headphones 
and | started taking pictures and for some odd reason, I felt compelled to tell him a 
little story that relates to the two of us. My story was completely lame and he didn't 
understand me or just ignored me. I told him this: 

"Hey Joe, I have a funny story to tell you. I don't know why I follow you on my Twitter, 


but I do and I remember one time you tweeted at 2 a.m. about playing Mario Bros Wii 


with your brothers, and that you were about to finish the game. The funny thing is that 
I was doing the same thing with my brother, it was close to 2 a.m. and we were playing 
Mario Bros Wii and close to the end." 

Through that whole thing, he just nodded and did not say anything back. Most 
likely, he didn't understand a word I said, but I always wanted to tell him that lame 
story, so it felt good finally telling him. He crossed the street to the parking lot and I 
took a couple more pictures and thanked him. On my way back, I snapped six pictures 
of Harvey Keitel without him seeing me. Then I walk back upstairs. It's close to 1 pm. 
and I already lost count of how many sets I've shot. 

Now it's time to wait for Cyndi Lauper/Julia Stiles/Katrina Bowden. | sit down 
with Goth again, and my TMZ friend finally arrives at LAX to work. He has the Julia 
Stiles flight, and I tell him everything that he has missed. I haven't seen him for two 
weeks, so we catch up a bit and then a limousine shows up. Katrina Bowden is in it, 
with a male companion that we all agreed, was way out of her league. At the same 
time an Escalade pulls under the bridge and H-man, the greeter, is opening the door for 
a possible celebrity. It happened to be Matthew Perry and he walked straight in. TMZ 
screamed "Hey Matthew" and he waved towards us. I run back to check on Katrina, she's 
checking in. 

The Mummy (a greeter with that nickname) is checking-in bags and there is a 
car waiting outside. It has to be Cyndi Lauper, she hates her picture taken. The Mummy 
disappears and I run up to security to shoot Matthew Perry, also Katrina is on her 
way up there so I shoot her as well. At the same time, Cyndi Lauper comes out of the 
elevator, covered in black from head to toe, and starts going through security. From the 
6 security lanes, Cindy Lauper is going through #2, Matthew Perry is going through #3 
and Katrina Bowden is going through #6 at the same time! 

Goth tells me he tried to get Lauper's autograph but failed, but he saw that her 
face seemed puffy and weird. I turned to my left and started taking pictures of Cyndi. 
Goth was right, it looks like there was something wrong with her. Katrina Bowden 
starts chugging water before going through the metal detector, which is also a great 
picture to take. 1 missed it, but now my concentration is on Cyndi, and at the same time 
Matthew Perry is going through soI try to snap a few pics of that as well. 
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Cyndi Lauper is finally through the metal detectors and turns around to look for 
her things. Ihad my split second, and I got it. A picture of her face, the set was terrible, 
but I got it. Before all is done, Giuliana Rancic walks by us and asks us who we are 
taking pictures of. Giuliana is also "famous'" so I start taking pictures of her. She poses 
and opens up her jacket and is overwhelmingly nice, really gives it up for the camera. 
I stopped taking pictures, and not because I wanted to, but because my CF cards are 
full. One chip of 2 gigabytes and another one of 1 Gig are completely fully, around 500 
pictures. It's 2 p.m. and I know I have way over 10 sets. Time to go find Hugh Jackman 

1 walked with TMZ and Goth over to terminal 3 where Hugh Jackman is 
supposed to arrive at 2:30 p.m. There are a lot of paparazzi waiting for him, most of 
them I know, and Kay is back in the thick of it. There's a rep who I call "ObamaMan" 
from his small resemblance to the president, he was waiting there witha sign that read: 
"Thomas Lennon." Thomas Lennon comes out holding a baby and walks in front of all 
the paparazzi and no one takes a picture, one of the paps just comments and says "look, 
the guy from Reno 911." I delete some pictures from my camera quickly and take 8 
pictures of Thomas Lennon, he smiles and whispers to his baby "pap pap pap pap PAP 
pap pap" in a comedic way. I get a call from TMZ and he tells me that Hugh Jackman 
came from upstairs and that it's already done. All the paparazzi downstairs missed it, 
and only a handful upstairs got it. A rumor came up that Brad Pitt was on his way to 
LAX, some said that he already went through, others said he was going to Tom Bradley. 
Everyone left, and TMZ told me that he knew that Brad Pitt was going out of Air France, 
but that it wasn't his tip and that I shouldn't go with him since it was GVK's tip. I respect. 
that and let it go, though it's Brad Pitt and it's the best tip I've gotten so far. 

I'm ready to finally leave the airport, but one of the other paps tells me about 
Juliette Lewis arriving at Virgin Atlantic, which is next to Air France. It was the perfect 
excuse to jump GVk's tip. I walk over to terminal 2 and on my way there, I see a couple 
of bodyguards, Big Jose the greeter, and an Air France assistant. I know they plan to go 
straight to the elevator to the security level and avoid the paparazzi, but they saw me 
and knew I was there, so they had to change their plans. Now I know it's confirmed 
that Brad Pitt is about to depart, but | still semi-ignore it, because it's not my tip and I 


don't want to be a jumper. Juliette Lewis comes out, and she's always fun to shoot, so I 


start taking pictures along with other paparazzi, while still keeping my eye out for the 
bodyguards. As soon as Juliette Lewis is done, Gillian Andrews comes out and her car 
is not ready so she goes back in and starts to hide. A couple of minutes later, her car is 
there and she comes out and again. The competition and Itake pictures of her. Work is 
finally done. 

I tell one of the paparazzi that told me about the Brad Pitt rumor that I saw 
bodyguards and that he might be somewhere around here. We take the elevator up 
to the security level and walk out. As soon as I walk out I see Pitt's head and some 
bodyguards going through security, I hurry to try to get some pictures but it's already 
too late. I see that GVK is running away from me so he doesn't share his story and keeps 
everything to himself (though I know exactly what happened). TMZ tells me they came 
from the bridge and that I missed it by less than a minute and that GVK got it perfectly 
and he also got a great video from it. I tell Boss-X what happened and the flight that he 
was on. Boss-X figures out his return flight immediately. I'm finally "done" with LAX, 
but Boss-X calls me, and he tells me that he wants a video on Annette Benning. I walked 
over towards AA again, but it was too late. I gave up and got in my car to leave LAX for 
the day at almost 4 p.m. I haven't had any food and I've taken over 600 pictures and 
have over 20 sets and 1 video. 

Thad to go home, fix myself some lunch, and start sending all these pictures to 
the office. Icounted the sets, I had 22 in total, which happens to be my favorite number 
and my new record of sets at LAX (my previous record stood at 15). By 5:30 p.m. I'm 
halfway done sending all the pictures and Boss-X calls me on Nextel. 

He wants me to rush over to a Santa Monica hotel and he doesn't tell me what 
it's for. I tell him Gato is in the area and that I'm exhausted and that I'm in the middle 
of sending pictures. He doesn't care, he freaks out on me and gets angry, threatens to 
fire me, and makes fun of me for asking for a bigger raise. I feel like shit about this 
and I'm ready to tell him to fuck off and that I quit. He tells me that next time he asks 
something from me, that I shouldn't havea million excuses to tell him that I should just 
do it. lignore this and I say "copy" and the conversation is over. Gato texts me and tells 
me he has to cover something before coming over to my place, it's what ] was supposed 


to be covering. It was Jimmy Buffet leaving a restaurant with a broken arm. This is why 
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Boss-X freaked out because I didn't want to cover Jimmy Buffet after shooting 22 sets 
and having an exhausting day in which I was not even finished with all my work. After 
sending all the sets, the editor gives me a call and thanks me for ruining his night with 
allthe work, and asks me questions about the sets. I told him not to complain, that after 
all that work, Boss-X still wanted me to cover more. 

Gato came over for the night and we had a couple of beers and I told him about 
quitting. He told me not to worry about Boss-X, that he was just angry and he needed 
to take it out on someone, and that someone happened to be me. I show off the multiple 
sets I got during the day and he is semi-impressed. I broke my record and got 22 sets, 
and I feel shitty because I didn't cover one more thing that my Boss-X wanted me too. 
Instead of celebrating my great day and finally relaxing, I feel like I did something 
wrong and that my job was at risk. 1 ignored it the best I could, with more beer. 

The next morning I'm ready to go back to LAX and work, though more reluctant 
to keep working and I'm just hoping to shoot around 6 sets. The list is as follows: 

AA 

118 Minka Kelly dep 7am 

1 Patrick Dempsey ? arr 1 pm 
19 Maya Rudolph arr 1:47 pm 


BEAU GARRETT- LH 456 arrnoon 
JOHNNY GALECKI- AA 181 arr 8:20 pm 
CAT DEELEY- DL 2604 dep 4:25 pm 
JJABRAMS- UA 265 arr 9:40 pm 

ASHLEY JENSEN- VS 23 arr 6:16 pm 

DANNY MASTERSON- DL 2354 dep midnite 
ETHAN SUPLEE- DL 2354 

STEVE MARTIN- CO 1402 arr 12:26 pm 


Great, there's not much to shoot, so Ican finally have a relaxing slow day. 

Not only that, but I also got an email from Boss-X saying the following: 
“Just goes to show... Guess that discussion about going for the B-Listers because 
anything can happen paid off pretty quickly. Cyndi Lauper has already sold for over 10K 
and is well onits way to 20K." 

lalso have an email from Gato in Spanish and it says: 
“no mames! viste los blogs? todas las fotos de Radaronline y Eonline son de tuLAX haha 
que chingon." 

Which says, "WOW, have you seen the blogs? Your pictures are in all the blogs." 
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CHAPTER 26. JAMES FRANCO. 
DREW BARRYMORE. 


The mechanic didn’t want to talk numbers, he just charged me $400 for my car without 
going into detail on what he did. I trust him though I spent way too much money in my 
Donatella already. This book better sale over a hundred copies because I'm tired of being 
broke. A couple of friends plan to travel all the Baja to La Paz soon. I wanted to join them. 
on that trip, but I won't be able to after spending my money on Donatella. If this book 
sells, that’s the first thing I’m going to do. Drive. Just like I did when I quit the paparazzi 
job. 

The NFL is about to start despite still living in corona times. Today was my 
fantasy draft. lam happy with my team though I regret choosing a quarterback on my 
third pick (Watson). I only play in one league, it's with my childhood friends. I was the 
champion last year, let’s see if Ican defend the title. 

I shot Tom Brady once. It was on terminal 2 and he was with Gisele Biindchen. 
I don’t have the files so it had to occur during the hard-drive gap. He wasn't very 
nice. I don’t remember shooting other NFL players besides Kristin Cavallari’s shitty 
quarterback of a husband and Tony Romo in that Simpson story. 

lalso shot a few soccer players. Carlos “El Pibe” Valderrama walking around Tom 
Bradley trying to figure out where to go (he never saw me). Didier Drogba going through 
security with his family (he didn’t seem happy). Landon Donovan at LAX several times, 
he was always a very nice guy. I almost ran him over once. I don’t remember why, but I 
was leaving LAX in a hurry. It was at terminal 4 and I always parked on the top. When 


leaving, my path wasa simple turn left, go down the ramp, rinse, and repeat and I used 


to do it faster than I should. Donovan was walking into LAX and I almost hit him. I 
apologized, parked as fast as I could, and went to take his picture. He was still a very nice 
guy. 

I'm glad I wrote some chapters back when I was still doing the job. I'm glad I kept 
alot of my pictures, despite more than half being heavily unorganized and unedited, I 
still have thousands of celebrities I shot. I’m glad I did the job, though they stole a bunch 
of money from me, it was a very rare job and there are not that many people in the 
world that can claim their pictures printed around the world. I’m glad it taught me alot 
about photography. And to bea spy. 

As the gap in my hard-drive, there are many gaps in my memory. Many stories 
are lost, many stories are not told. 

I saw Amy Winehouse. I asked her for a cigarette and she refused. She was with 
Blake in Tom Bradley and of course, they needed to smoke before the flight. I also saw 
her when she was filming one of her music videos in LA. Both times were in 2007 and I 
only did video. 

I almost fought with the Secret Service once. Maria Shriver arrived with the 
family (without Arnold) in Tom Bradley. There were a lot of paparazzi and I got there 
late. I didn’t get any pictures, but I was trying to get closer to Shriver. This short Asian 
guy pushed me back and told me to stay back. I started talking shit. “What are you 
going to do you fucking short dude?” I said something like that while standing tall and 
still trying to get through. I thought he was a civilian or just some assistant. Hudson 
pulled me back hard. “You don’t want to fuck with the Secret Service my dude.” I then 
realized there were a bunch of guys with suits surrounding Shriver’s car and they all 
hadearpieces. Holy shit moment. Thank you, Hudson. 

Lily Allen also arrived at Tom Bradley once and missed it by seconds. This has 
nothing to do with her, but when trying to get to her. Iran down the escalator, missed a 
step, and somehow it felt like I levitated all the way down and landed on my feet. Holy 
shit moment. 

Julia Stiles doesn’t like the paparazzi, but she likes me. August 8, 2010, Ialready 
wanted to quit by then because I remember my conversation with Julia. She arrived 


in American Airlines in the late afternoon. She was not letting me take a good picture 
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and was hiding from me. I knew that her car was in the parking lot, soI stayed around 
where she parked. She was walking the wrong direction and hiding trying to avoid me. 
I hated this. 1 wanted to quit my job. I put my camera down and I walked straight to 
her. She got nervous and finicky because of my approach. I'm paraphrasing but it went 
something like this. 

“Look Julia, I don’t like to do this, but if it wasn’t me, it would be someone else. 
I know you're parked over there, let me take just a couple of pictures and I’ll leave you 
alone. Ilove 10 Things I Hate About You, it’s one of my favorite movies.” 

She got all red on the face by the mention of that old movie. “Just a few pictures 
and you leave me alone?” 

“Yes, Julia. I want to quit this fucking job. If it wasn’t me, it would be some dude 
who would just start taking pictures on your face.” 

1 walked with her for a while towards the parking lot and I told her, I’m going to 
cross the street, just take a few pictures and that’s it. 

Ihave 19 pictures of Julia looking lovely crossing the street smiling and waving 
at me. 

“Thank you, Julia!” 

She was so nice I wanted to hug her. 

You know what the fucking blogs did? They ran the pictures with the headline 
“Julia Stiles caught at LAX without a bra.” 

Ididn’t even noticein the pics, but if you up the shadows, you can see her nipples 
abit. 

1 saw her again January 14, 2011, again in the same terminal. I have a few 
pictures of her at baggage claim and she doesn't look happy. “Hey it’s you again!” I 
approached her after the angry pictures, the next few pictures are of her smiling and 
waving at me again. Iremember walking her to her car again. 

Talso sang Mandy Moore's “Candy” to Mandy Moore. She also got red on the face 
immediately. 

It’s funny how my brain decides to remember certain interactions and 
completely forgets others. I wrote the following thinking it was going to be chapter 19. 


I didn’t remember the interaction with Drew Barrymore until I re-read it many years 


later. I wish I wrote more during my paparazzi daze, but I didn’t think about really 
writing the book until way later. And it’s a decade after quitting when I finally publish 
it. 

Chapter 19 

March 13, 2011. 

Idon't even know if this is going to be chapter 19, I just felt like calling it chapter 
19. To start, I'll try to summarize my week quickly so we can move on to this strange but 
great day of March. 

The week started super slow, for which I was thankful for, since I started feeling 
sick on Saturday. We (Hudson and I) basically took Monday off. 

The list in LAX was nothing, the email I wrote to Hudson in the a.m. was the 
following: 
“AA 
180 cicely tyson dep 4:30 pm 
21 tyra banks, blair underwood arr 10:42 pm 
185 sam jackson past midnite 
James Franco- UA 857 dep 9:15m 
Brett Ratner-AF 65 dep 3:45 pm 
Lisa Ling UA 84 dep 8:30 am 
Tom Selleck UA 84 
Brian Austin Green UA 82 dep 10:42 pm (or arrives at 9) 
Chris Matthews UA 57 dep 9am 
so basically... NO LIST, hahaha. 
Icouldn’t sleep last night and I feel like I have a fever again. I need rest anyway. Let me know 
when you wanna rollin... if even. 
Also, you have my D3 charger and my check.” 


On Tuesday I adopted a puppy. Well, not quite, my brother who was going with 
his girlfriend to New York City had a puppy, and I volunteered to babysit him for the 
week. The adorable Basset Hound puppy of three months named Cornelio went from 


living in a house in Tijuana to an apartment in Los Angeles. Cornelio is not trained in 
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any way, so he pissed and pooped wherever he felt like. Poop which I picked up for the 
whole week (I also tried to train him). The list was similar to Monday's so I didn't go to 
work until night time. I went to LAX for Russell Brand and Jake Gyllenhaal on the same 
flight. I worked with Gato. Brand was nice. Gyllenhaal, after great effort, succeeded in 
escaping. 

Wednesday I took off, basically the list was empty and I wanted to take care of 
the puppy. I also started to feel a little better, I even played tennis with Gato. I won, and 
Iwas still sick. 

Thursday had a pretty good list. Hudson and I worked it nicely. We got Minnie 
Driver, Joe Jonas, Hillary Duff, Natasha Bedingfield, and Demi Lovato. Everyone was 
surprisingly nice that day, smiled for every picture and talked to us when we greeted 
them. 

1 was off on Friday and Saturday, Hudson covered LAX by himself. Friday I got 
a tattoo and took Cornelio to the beach. Saturday I spent it playing with Cornelio and 
taking him places. At night some random girl started texting me on OkCupid. She was 
from Hong Kong and visiting LA. She ended up coming over to my place, she barely 
spoke English. Finally, Sunday, which is usually a really busy day for LAX. 

I woke up next to the random girl who couldn't even say “Cornelio.” It was 
daylight savings time, so the day started earlier than it was supposed too. I got rid of 
the girl early in the morning and got ready to go to work. I went back to my room and 


figured out LAX for the day. This was the email from Hudson: 


“RN HOWARD UA 25 arr 9:30 am 
RACHELLE LEFEVRE- AA 3156 dep 10am 
EMMA BELL- AA 3156 

ANGELA BASSETT- AC 798 dep noon 
RYAN SEACREST- UA 890 dep 1:50 pm 
SELINA GOMES UA28 dep 4:27 pm 

KATE BECKINSALE- AC 796 dep 3:15 pm 
JOHN LITHGOW- AA 19 arr 1:37pm 
EWAN MCGREGOR- BA 282 dep 6:50 pm 


CATHERINE HARDWICKE- AA 427 arr 8:05 pm 
BLAKE LIVELY- UA 27 arr7 pm 

AA 

117 james franco arr 5 pm 

2 debra messing dep 9:30 am 

133 sarah silverman arr 7 pm 

32 ashley green, vanessa minnillo dep 1:45 pm 


See you at around noon at AA?” 


I went back to sleep. And just my luck, Boss-X woke me up with a call around 
10:42 a.m. I'm sure he could tell I was still sleeping on a work day. He called me to 
tell me Ashley Greene changed her flight to 9:30 p.m. I took a shower, fed Cornelio, 
and cleaned up all his mess. I had some yoghurt and drove to Starbucks to meet with 
Hudson at noon. We carpooled to LAX. Competition (Frauder-Riffling) was at LAX 
already along with Goth. Two photographers that I used to work with were there, so we 
chatted while we waited for Vanessa Minnillo to show up. Just like usual, she checked 
herself in without any airport assistance and went to the checkpoint. We all took 
pictures and she was nice about it, though we heard that she was complaining about us 
toTSA. 

One set done, next up was Kate Beckinsale at a different terminal. Before walking 
over to try to get Beckinsale, I told Hudson I heard Lindsay Lohan was flying out on the 
same flight that she was booking for days now. I said it was probably a bad tip and that 
we shouldn't worry about it, but he insisted on staying back to wait if it happens. I went 
to terminal 2 with Goth and on the way Brazilian texted me that he was at terminal 1 
waiting for Snooki and JWoWW toarrive. I went for them first, since it was most likely 
going to happen quickly. It never happened. I walked back to terminal 2 and Goth told 
me he hasn't seen anything, so I knew that wasn't going to happen either. 

To my surprise, Lindsay Lohan did go to LAX, and Hudson got decent pictures. 


Though competition was around, he easily outshot them. Lindsay wasn't supposed to 
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leave the state because she was on probation and going to court. We had to go send the 
frames as fast as possible. We went to Starbucks to edit and send. 

We rushed back to LAX for Selena Gomez. Her car was already there. Hudson 
dropped me off and he went to park the car. Boss-X and Goth were there for autographs 
already. I went to talk to them, they weren't sure if she was in the car, but I knew she 
was. Boss-X confused her stepdad with her bodyguard, who was checking in for them 
while she waited inside the car. Hudson made it from the parking lot while she still 
waited (it was a good 200 yards away). Zazzy, the competition that makes a funny noise, 
showed up out of nowhere. I tried distracting him, but it didn’t work, Selena was about 
to get out of the car. Her stepdad walked by the autographers and said she wasn't going 
to sign today. She came out of the car and I started taking pictures with my flash camera 
while Zazzy used his long lens (it's usually the other way around). She made a noise 
like she was scared, I said "sorry, Selena." She responded: "don't worry, I just wasn't 
expecting you guys," which was weird, since we were outside her car with our cameras 
out and I'm sure she saw us. The pictures weren't that great, but at least she was a bit 
nicer than the last time I shot her. 

By the end of the shoot, Boss-X told Hudson and I about Drew Barrymore flying 
in with a new boyfriend to Long Beach airport that night. He told us to skip the night 
jobs and not to worry about Ashley Greene. We had a little break but Hudson and I were 
devastated that we were going to have to work late at night and all the way in Long 
Beach. Not only was it far, we didn't really know that airport as well as LAX. 

I went home to check on Cornelio, walked him a little bit, and edited the Selena 
Gomez and Vanessa Minnillo sets. Next thing on the list was Ewan McGregor, who is 
not very nice to the paparazzi, though one time he was really nice to me (I was nicer to 
him). On my way back to LAX, I went to grab lunch at Quiznos and Hudson got there for 
McGregor earlier than I thought he would show up. He showed up early. Hudson called 
me right after I was done with Quiznos to tell me that he was there and that he wasn't 
very nice. He almost attacked him. He needed back-up, quick. I went as fast as I could, 
but when I got there, it was over. He didn't do anything to Hudson, except insult him 
and said the usual stuff like "you are garbage" and "get a real job already!" 


Since Ewan came early, we had another small break because James Franco's 


flight was delayed. On our way back to Franco, I spotted JC (Kate Beckinsale's airport 
greeter) at terminal 2. I knew Kate had to rebook since she didn't show up earlier. The 
greeter took the bags out of the car, ran inside, and then put them back inside her car, 
got inside the car and drove off. It was really odd, so we thought the car was going to just 
go around and get back to terminal 2. After a while we didn't see the car again, I turned 
around and took a really far away picture of terminal 3, zoomed in and saw two specs: 
one black and the other one white. It looked like JC and Kate Beckinsale walking into the 
terminal. I was right, but we didn't get there in time and she was already going through 
security and the pictures are lame. 

‘We walked to terminal 4 for James Franco, and fat paparazzo was there waiting 
with Goth. The plane had arrived. We had the wrong flight number and he wasn't on 
it. I called TMZ because he told me he was going to cover it, and he told me he had him 
on a Delta flight in twenty mins. So I walked to terminal 5 while Hudson went back to 
his car for a little break (and ta distract the fat paparazzo). TMZ had the right info on his 
flight and we got him. It was quite odd, James Franco is usually not nice, though I'ma 
huge fan of his. There was a car waiting for him curbside. I shot him coming down the 
escalator, and he went the opposite of the car, which was a surprise because he usually 
walks straight to his limousine, doesn't say a word, looks down, and leaves. We followed 
Franco downstairs. We thought he would go to baggage claim, so we gave him space. 
He did not grab any of the drivers and walked outside. He suddenly crossed the street. I 
had no idea what he was doing. He signaled a Rental Car Shuttle Bus towards him. I ran 
in front of him and got pictures of him getting on the bus. He sat next to the door and 
grabbed his phone and started filming us, shooting him. Out of fear, 1 kept my camera 
on my face, though I really wanted to smile and wave at him. He later posted that video 
he took on his twitter account and wrote: 

“Awesome paparazzi dudes 

http://say.ly/nvsbE (link to the video)” 

(The tweet and the video were deleted months later*) 

After Franco, TMZ told me he had Melissa Joan Hart on a flight in which I had 
Blake Lively. I've never shot Melissa, but I had plenty of experience with Lively, and 


she doesn't like it one bit. I don't understand why. She dresses up really cute and looks 
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amazing every time she goes to LAX, and she's really not that famous. We never saw 
Blake, but we got Melissa and she was nice. I told her I grew up watching all her shows, 
she laughed about that. 

Finally, it was time for me and Hudson to head down to Long Beach airport toa 
job I did not want to do out of fear and because | didn't think it was worth it. We needed. 
one to follow her vehicle and the other one to take pictures and to spot the vehicle. I 
ended up being the one that was going to take the pictures and Hudson was going to 
follow (my Miata was not a good car to chase with). 

LGB is really small, and I've been there once before, so I felt like I knew the 
drill. The lighting was better. I didn't have to use my flash and I could remain hidden 
the whole time. There were a lot of people in there, including four drivers waiting for 
the flight, only one did not carry a sign. Before the board information changed from 
"landed" to "arrived" Drew Barrymore and her new boyfriend came out of nowhere right 
in front of me. I was waiting near the driver with no sign by the baggage claim area. 
Drew hugged the driver and introduced the new boyfriend. I grabbed my phone and 
called Hudson to let him know what was going on. Drew sent the driver to get the car 
and she went to baggage claim with her boyfriend. 

Drew is one of those that doesn't like to get her picture taken unless she feels 
right about it or she's happy or something, but you could never tell, so I played it safe. I 
hid and stalked her, which I hated to do, but Ihad to do it. To wait for the right moment 
to risk everything and take a picture. 

Before I even had time to hide she was making out with the new boyfriend 
and the light was decent enough, but the angle and the crowd did not make it easy. I 
switched angles, hid some more, worked as hard as I could to get pictures of her and 
the new boyfriend without being seen, not only by her, but by the people around me. If 
Iget seen by a civilian I risk they will tell Drew about me taking pictures and it will all 
crumble. The tension is on, | also have to keep an eye on the driver who went to go get 
the car, and also be on the phone with Hudson to tell him everything that is happening. 
They moved to the beginning of baggage claim, there were not that many people there, 
but it was darker. 1 had the right angle but I was in an obvious spot. It was an “all or 
nothing" moment so I stayed put and started taking pictures. I don't think they saw 


me, I hid my camera and Drew walked right next to me. Drew and her boyfriend were 
standing curbside waiting for the driver. Traffic at LGB was terrible. 1 went far and 
around to the parking lot where I could hide and take pictures without bothering them, 
but also with terrible light and from far away. 

Drew was still hugging him and kissing him, they were being a cute couple. I 
was taking pictures from the parking lot on a slow shutter speed and real high ISO. 
Acop saw me taking pictures and flashed his flashlight my way. I ignored it because 
I thought he knew what I was doing, and I kept taking pictures while telling Hudson 
what was going on. The car was finally there, it parked 20 feet from Drew, but she 
didn't even notice because she was busy fondling her boyfriend (there were people all 
around them). The driver had to get out, run towards them to grab their attention, and 
helped them with the bags. I switched my angle, moved towards them, but kept taking 
pictures from the parking lot. The cop yelled at me, "Hey! You stop!" Which I understood 
as, you better leave or we're going to come bug you. I got scared, and went to my car 
since I did not want to deal with cops. There was nothing illegal to what I was doing, 
I just don't like dealing with cops. I got to my car, sat down and I saw a cop coming 
towards me, I did not move and opened my door slowly and grabbed my wallet. 

He ordered me to get out of my car, to leave my wallet on top of the trunk of my 
car and go against the wall and spread my legs. He told me to put my hands behind 
my back and he reached to grab my wrists like he was going to arrest me. I was scared 
shitless. He asked me if I've ever been arrested, I never have. He searched me and 
couldn't find anything. He asked for my ID and did the whole cop drill. The Megaman 2 
Flashman theme played over and over on my phone. It was Hudson trying to get at me 
to find out what was going on. Then the cop finally started asking me what I was doing 
and he ordered me to show him the video I was taking. I told him I was taking pictures 
and not a video. He asked for the video again. I showed him the pictures and told him 
there was no video and explained to him the situation. 

I thought I was in trouble for sure, but he ended up being a really nice guy. I 
explained who I was and how I dislike my job and everything that happened that day. 
He was curious about how we got the information that Drew was going to be there, and 
I told him 1 didn’t know, which was the truth. I have no idea how Boss-X knew what 
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flight she was on. Two other cops came, but didn't really talk to me, just to the first cop. 
First cop asked me a couple more of the usual questions and let me answer my phone. 
I told Hudson to hold on for a little bit, that the cops were with me, the cop corrected 
me and said that I was with them, all the cops laughed. Then he told me to be more 
careful next time I'm at LGB, that they were ready to draw guns at me and tell me to 
freeze because they thought I could have been a terrorist. I told him he will most likely 
never see me again, but that if 1 went to LGB I'll let an officer know that I'm there taking 
pictures of a celebrity and hiding from them, and not from the law. He seemed satisfied 


and let me go. 

Hudson was still worried about following, but I told him there was nothing we 
could do, that I almost got arrested and the traffic was terrible. There was also no point 
in following them, they were probably just going home, but Boss-X had the suspicion 
they might go somewhere weird and random. We will never find out. 


I have 119 sneaky and not very good pictures of Drew Barry and her new 
boyfriend. They never saw me. 
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CHAPTER 27. 
LIBERATION DAY. 


And we made it. Almost ten years later and I haven’t seen another celebrity since. I gave 
a tour of Tijuana to one of the winners of Beauty & The Geek reality show a few years 
back and that’s about it. BJ Novak visited one of my favorite breweries in Tijuana and I 
missed it.I heard arumor that he is making a movie based on stories about this city. 

Irarely go to LA nowadays. If I do, I go visit my friends, especially Hudson. The 
first time I went back after quitting, in 2012, I spotted Joe Jonas sitting by himself 
outside Trader Joe's. I was on my way to visit Gato and saw Joe while driving to his 
place. I tried taking pictures with my Droid but they were horrible. I informed Gato 
immediately. Him and Ninja were at the Trader Joe’s minutes after and got pictures of 
Joe. 

A few months later, I visited Gato again with my cousins from Guadalajara. Gato 
had moved to a tiny apartment near the 101 Cafe. The famous Hollywood sign was 
visible just a few blocks away (and if you haven't been, it’s not that great). Angelina 
Jolie lived nearby. So did Colin Hanks. Gato’s Whole Foods was also where celebrities 
shop. That time, I had two other Basset Hound puppies with me. They were Cornelio’s 
younger brothers which I nicknamed Alpha and Condi. I was walking the puppies with 
my cousins around Gato’s place and outside a theater was Justin Long with a lady friend 
of his. The puppies got their attention and Justin went to pet and hold them. My cousins 
didn’t recognize Justin, but I did. 1 have pictures of my cousin smiling holding a puppy 
and Justin holding the other one. Pictures were from my phone, so they were horrible. 


On that same visit, I went to Urth Cafe or somewhere nearby with Gato. We 


spotted Jamie Chung. I had the puppies with me. I used them as bait and it worked. 
Jamie couldn't resist and came over to say hi to the puppy (the other lazy puppy was 
napping in the car), I have a picture with me and Jamie Chung happily petting the 
puppy that’s in my arms. 


Liberation Day 


I woke up early on Sunday, March the 20th, 2011 to a horrible morning in the 
westside of Los Angeles extremely hungover and I had to check the LAX list to get ready 
for work. It was Chicago-like windy and storming like hurricane Katrina outside my 
window. Obviously, it wasn't nearly as bad, but when you live in LA, ifit's not sunny out 


then you don't go out. The list, however, was mediocre: 


JAMES MARSDEN- LH 457 dep 4pm 
SAMANTHA RONSON- AA 33 arr 11 am 
HENRY WINKLER- UA 849 arr 950 pm 
Simon Sutton UA 82 dep 1040 pm 
“James Franco UA 82 dep 1040 pm 
Richard Belzer UA 890 dep 150 pm 
“NIKKI REED- AS 703 dep 3 pm 

PAULA PATTON- AC 552 arr 130 pm 
OLIVER STONE AA 19 arr 140 pm 

WES BENTLEY- BS 268 dep 935 pm 
BRETT RATNER- AA 203 arr 630 pm 
“EMILY BROWNING- UA 82 dep 1040 pm 
ED CIBRIAN- AA 1092 dep 1115 pm 
Randy Jackson AA1 arr noon 

Jamie Gomez AA3 arr 3 pm 

“important flights* 


The important flights weren't until later on the day, so I went back to bed. I woke 
up late for Nikki Reed, I was still hungover, the weather did not change, it got worse. I 
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made minimal effort to get ready to head to LAX, and then decided fuck it, its just Nikki 
Reed, I’ve shot her plenty of times before. I texted Hudson, he was in the same mood as 
me, and said fuck it as well. Now we didn't really have to go to LAX until night time. 

At 4:31 p.m. I got a text from my Boss-X that read: 

"Cheech and change by baggage at AA... should be there for another 10 mins at 
least if you are close" 

A second later I received another text from him 

"CORRECTION; baggage at DL, carousel #4." 

Isimply replied: "copy." 

At 4:32 p.m. I got a text from Hudson, it was to discuss the rest of the day and to 
make sure we were both ignoring the Cheech and Chong tip. The following is the text 
conversation we had: 

Hudson: 
“U got Boss-X text? Just got em. It's a Paul tip for sure. He said if ‘you're close.” 
My reply: 

“Yes I texted back ‘copy’ but not goingit's so shitty out still. Are we gonna do the 
Browning?” 

Hudson: 

“Hahaha..1 don't wanna. But we should. She's on Sucker Punch right?” 

My reply: 

“Yes” 

Hudson: 

“Yeah. We can video her asking about Hudgens naked pics.... haha maybe. but 
I've never seen her on that flight (Goth will probably go for it too).” 

Hudson started a conversation with Goth and texted me: 

“Goth is staying in and says he'll go if we also go. That he has gone three times for 
that flight and hasn't seen her (I think I was there for two of those occasions).” 

My reply: 
“Damn so what do you think? It’s a tough call.” 
Hudson: 


“We should probably go guess in case Boss-X does.” 


My reply: 
“Hahaha. In this weather? Fuck.” 
Hudson: 
“I’m not feeling it either dude I don't wanna go we'll see if it clears up or not I 
suppose.” 
After a while Hudson texted again: 
“Goth says he doesn't think Boss-X will go... cuz he would have requested him to 
print pictures” 
My reply: 
“Sweet I say fuck it then unless the rain slows down. | do want to get her but it's 
crazy out.” 
Hudson: 
“Yeah. I feel like it's another Emily Browning on the flight. Though she's 
Australian. Brazilian said something about Lilo flying back. But fuck her. 
My reply: 
“Tf it’s not on the list it doesn't exist.” 
Hudson: 
“Hahaha great rule. Maybe good news. Emily Browning is supposed to appear on 
Kimmel tomorrow... mean Jimmy Fallon.” 
My reply: 
“Oh, and that shoots here or NY?” 
Hudson: 
“Tbelieve here. Still, is not Australia.” 
My reply: 
“Her flight is to NY.” 
Hudson: 
“Oh. Hahaha.” 
My reply: 
“Which means if that show shoots in NY it’s almost definitely her.” 
Hudson: 
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“Yeah. I just searched. It is NY. I guess we should do it. Goth said ‘Ohh. thought 
you said Jimmy Kimmel. So are you going? Her premiere is here on Wednesday so she'll 
fly back on Tuesday” 

Hudson again: 

“It’s up to you... but yeah. She's probably on the flight. I've only covered her on 
the sq12. At this point I'm still thinking no but we'll see it's just so shitty on the roads.” 

My reply: 

“Yeah. Tell that to my car.” 

Hudson: 

“Ok decision time. I say fuck it but we could get in trouble.” 

My reply: 

“Let’s get in trouble.” 

Hudson: 

“Sounds good brother!!! Then perhaps I will see you in a bit for some Starcraft, 
my terran skills are getting better (sent March 20, 6:53 PM).” 

It was decided, we weren't going to work due to the shitty weather and the lack 
of morale, though we knew we were going to get in trouble. 

Monday morning came way too soon, and I woke up to the chirping of my 
Nextel, which could only mean work. It was Boss-X, he asked what happened yesterday. 
I lied, just a little bit, but I lied. He asked about Nikki Reed and Emily Browning. I told 
him I was late for Reed and that I didn't go for Browning. He asked about Hudson, Itold 
him to give me a second so I can talk to him. He asked me more about Reed before I had 
time to call Hudson. Boss-X said that he was there and never saw us. | replied that I was 
sorry that I tried to bullshit him, but I ended up not going. That was theend of it, Icould 
hopefully carry on with my Monday like nothing ever happened. 

Hudson and I knew that we had to cover every single flight, now that we had 
infuriated Boss-X for not covering any flights on Sunday. The list was the following: 


TAYLOR HICKS- DL 1754 dep 1130.am 
Lindsay Lohan AA1 arr noon 
Michael Hall AA22 dep 3 pm 


Halle Berry AA3 arr 3 pm 

MATTHEW MCCONAUGHY- AA 427 arr 8 pm 

KEVIN MCHALE- DL 2421 arr 8 pm 

NAOMI WATTS AND 2 CHILDREN- DL 1168 dep 1030 pm 
Ashlee Greene AA21 arr 1050 pm 

more flights: 

Clive Owen UA263 dep 1025 pm 

Uma Thurman VX413 arr 9 pm 


It was already too late for Taylor Hicks, and we weren't going to cover that 
anyway. So we went for the first flight, the Lohan. Goth was already at LAX for Ron 
Perlman, competition started to show up a little bit after. Ron was departing almost 
at the same time that Lohan was arriving, but it was rumored that she wasn't on the 
flight that we had. We decided to split levels, Hudson went downstairs and | stayed 
upstairs. Ron showed up and rejected the request for an autograph from Goth. Ron went 
outside with his dog after checking in. Ron started to go through security. Lohan did 
not seem like it was going to happen at all, still, Hudson remained downstairs just in 
case. I started shooting Ron through security, competition was shooting with me. He 
got really angry, though we weren't close to him, taking pictures from afar. He yelled at 
us in adrunk sluggish voice "I'm gonna break that camera over your head." don't think 
he was drunk, he just sounded drunk. He then calmed down and decided to ignore us 
as he went through security. 

1 found out about Ben Affleck arriving at Delta from TMZ, and competition knew 
about it, so we went over to cover it and kill some time, though Affleck is worthless at 
LAX. Went back to AA just to figure out that Michael C. Hall was a bad tip and so was 
Halle Berry. We also found out that Lohan rebooked to AA 133 arriving at 7 p.m. but for 
now, it was break time. 

We came back for Lindsay Lohan's flight and competition was everywhere. Over 
30 paparazzi found out about Lindsay Lohan's return. It was obvious, some blogs 
posted that she left NYC and was on her way to LA. I knew she was going to get snuck 


out, and Hudson and I were the only ones with enough experience to maybe get it 
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exclusive. After running around all of LAX, trying to cover different terminals, figuring 
out where Lindsay was going to come out, we found out she was already in her car, and 
how it happened. Nobody got a picture. But Emmy Rossum decided to show up early 
at 7:10 pm to catch her flight at 9:25 pm. A lot of the paparazzi were still concerned 
with Lindsay that they didn't even shoot Emmy, but a bunch of them did. A much more 
beautiful girl with much more talent is valued less for the press. It's all about Lindsay's 
drama. 

It was almost time for Naomi Watts, and from all the competition only Brazilian 
and GVK knew about the flight. We pretended to leave the airport and went over to the 
Delta terminal. The rest of the paparazzi left. While waiting for Naomi Watts I received 
a very scary email from Boss-X, which I read from my phone, it said: 

“Hey Matt- 

I'dlike to chat with you in person tomorrow. You are working and Hudson isnot, 
correct? If there are a lot of flights I can come down to the airport, otherwise we'll set up 
atime at the office. I'll call you in the morning. 

—Boss-X.” 

I panicked. I knew I was in more trouble than what I originally thought. I knew 
Thad lied to him and that he knew I lied. Even for that puny little lie, I knew this was 
terrible news. I talked about it with my competition friends and with Hudson, and they 
all said I was fine and that there was no way he was going to fire me. After all, I produce 
a lot of quality pictures and produce him a lot of money. They thought that he was 
most likely going to give mea pep talk (aka yell at me) and give me a warning. I tried to 
ignore the fact that I had to meet Boss-X the next day for terrible news and continued 
the work at LAX I had for the night. Watts hadn’t shown up yet, and Uma Thurman, 
was about to arrive. Hudson and I flipped a digital coin from an application 1 got on my 
phone, and I won the toss. He had to do Uma by himself while I waited for Watts with 
the competition. 

He went to shoot Uma and he told me she was very tough and avoided the 
pictures, he was already on his way back. Hudson made it back on time to shoot Naomi 
Watts with her two children (and an assistant). She was really nice to everyone and 


made it for an easy pleasant shoot. After that we covered Ashley Greene though it was 


rumored she wasn't on her flight. She didn't show up. It was midnight and I was barely 
on my way home to try to get some sleep and be ready for the meeting tomorrow. I also 
had to edit and send the sets. 

I didn't sleep at all and I never got an official LAX list the following morning. 
From alternative sources, I knew that Ashley Greene was flying back from NYC around 
11 a.m. and Jessica Simpson was departing to NYC. 1:45 p.m. So I waited for Boss-X to 
message me about the meeting. A text came at 9:42 a.m. It was from TMZ, it read "Yo 
Bilson is departing right now US airways. I'm here for it." 

Ireplied: 

“Bleh. Won't be there till 11 for Greene. When's her departure? Think Ican make 


TMZ said: 

"Yes definitely. 11:45 departure." 

Trushed to LAX to work to prove to Boss-X that I am indeed a hard worker. Bilson 
came through and she was a sweetheart like always. Then the winner of American 
Idol Lee DeWyze showed up right after Bilson and we shot that too, though I had no 
idea who the hell he was, TMZ knew. Right after that, Boss-X finally texted me saying 
“Flights are slow today... check the aa list and if nothing, meet me at the office at 2?" 

Treplied: 

“Just got Bilson exclusive and the winner of american idol. AA list has Greene 
arriving and Simpson departing. Should be done by 1. Office by 2.” 

"Ok cool," he replied. 

I got Ashley Greene and TMZ helped me. Since he is TMZ he had to talk to her, 
especially because she recently had broken-up with Joe Jonas. TMZ asked her about the 
break-up and then told her that the single life is better. Then said that I was single and 
that we should hook up. Ashley smiled and we fist pumped and she got into her car. I 
thanked her for being so nice and said that she was beautiful (and she is). Then we got 
Jessica Simpson, but she was snuck out through different security, so we barely saw her 
and shot her from really far away. After that, TMZ and I played a quick set of tennis over 
at my apartments. I won and it helped me relax before driving over to see Boss-X and 


face the consequences. 
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Igot fired. 

Well, not really fired, more liked let go. 

Well, not really let go, more like change job titles on me. 

Iwas no longer working for him as a staff member, but however, I had the choice 
to continue working with the agency asa freelancer. I apologized for lying, and asked if 
I could possibly just stay where I was and consider this the final warning. He didn't let 
me, he said that he couldn't handle liars working for him as a staff. That I was gonna 
get a pro-rated pay for what I have done for them in 2011 and that it was going to be 
completely fair. 1 trusted that it was going to be. 

Asa staff employee, I was getting paid a salary + 20% commission once the sales 
to cover the salary were achieved. As a freelancer, I didn’t get paid a salary but I get a 
60% commission of everything I shoot. The downside to this is that I will no longer 
receive LAX tips through the agency unless Hudson ora new staff employee can't cover 
it. I was back on the streets, stalking celebrities, waiting at houses or simply driving 
around looking for action. It had been more than a year since I did that, and! didn’t feel 
ready, but I have no other choice. I was planning to keep on working until the end of the 
year, this shifted everything. 

l left the office and started driving back home. | got on the phone to tell my TMZ 
friend that I got fired. While I was telling him what happened, acop pulled me over and 
gave me aticket for being on the phone while driving. What a shit day. 

—March 23rd, 2011. 


1 got demoted and removed from LAX duty. I was tired of the job but had no 
idea what else I was going to do with my future. I took very pretty pictures of my Miata 
around Marina del Rey and sold it for more than what I paid. I hada good chunk of cash 
saved from my paparazzi days and needed a different car if I was going to go back to 
stalking celebrities. The guy at the dealership sniffed out that I had cash immediately. 
Feeling like a big spender, I got a Mazda 6 2006 with low miles for around 10k, with 
paperwork and other shit I filled, it ended around 11k. 1 paid cash. 


I never went back to stalking celebrities. Instead, I went on a long road trip 


throughout the United States. 

My last folder is from April 6, 2011 and it's at LAX. I shot: Avril Lavigne, Denise 
Richards, Fergie, Justin Timberlake, Kyra Sedgwick, Lily Allen, Lindsay Lohan, Olsen 
Twins, Paris Hilton, and Rachel Evan Wood. 

That was my last day as a paparazzo. They were all gangbangs except for the 
Olsen twins. 

There is another folder for April titled “Ivy League.” It was my first time doing 
event photography. A girl that I befriended organized those parties and she wanted a 
photographer for the occasion. Gato joined me since I had no idea how to shoot events, 
only celebrities. I got paid $150 and got a couple of free drinks. I wanted to drink more 
and the party had pricy cocktails so I ended up spending half of my paycheck on a few 
more drinks. The folder has 157 pictures of pretty people partying somewhere in LA. 

I was turning 25 in May and had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. I 
was still getting the bonus from NPG and Frauder-Riffling, earning a nice chunk of cash 
without working. I decided to go on a road trip. I subleased my Marina del Rey room to 
Janet, Jennie’s little sister. Boss-X gave me a Nikon D700 with a long lens just in case I 
see a celebrity in my travels or if he happens to get a tip in the city where I was visiting. 

To avoid boredom and also to get cash for gas, I advertised on craigslist 
carpool. My first trip was from Los Angeles to Las Vegas and I picked up a person named 
Peter Morton. He happened toa British actor who appeared as akid on a tv series named 
Grange Hill. I have pictures of Peter playing his guitar in the desert on our way to Las 
Vegas. I took the wrong route to Vegas, turning the short four-hour drive into seven 
hours. Peter didn’t care, We had fun on our trip and he encouraged meto film myself on 
my road trip. I dropped Peter off in Las Vegas and stayed with my friend Jackie and her 
boyfriend for a couple of nights in Vegas. I recorded my trip and posted some of it on 
YouTube. 

From Las Vegas I drove to Denver on my lonesome. I also used Couchsurfing for 
the trip. I met some cool architect guys in Denver that I stayed an extra night. 

From there, I picked up a weird artist that was going through a divorce and had 
an interesting outlook in life. He just wanted to travel. I dropped him off in West Des 
Moines where I stayed with a friend of Gato’s. 
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After that, I drove to Detroit where I spent my last year of high school to visit my 
aunt who was dying of cancer. She died on my way there. I stayed in Detroit a few weeks 
for the funeral. From there, I went to Chicago and stayed for a while with my cousin. I 
went to the Rise Against and Bad Religion show with my cousin's daughter (hi Kylie!). 
Bad Religion said it was their last concert and it felt special. They started touring again 
not that long after. 

From Chicago I drove to Minneapolis where most my college friends lived. I 
stayed a few weeks there loving the Minneapolis life doing nothing but eating and 
drinking all day and partying with my friends at night. 

The big trip was next, from Minneapolis through the Dakotas to Portland. I was 
unsuccessful in finding people for a carpool. Four dirty hippie girls, one guy, and two 
dogs wanted to go with me on the trip. They had no money and told me they could get 
me gas money by panhandling in gas stations. 1 refused and drove solo 

I stayed in Miles City, Montana after driving straight through North Dakota, only 
stopping for gas, food, and for naps in my car. Miles City was fucking weird. I stayed in 
a very shitty and overpriced Motel 6. There is nothing but truckers in that town. There 
was also a lot of gambling and very cheap drinks. I spent the night playing video poker 
ina shitty bar across from my hotel (and I won). 

After that, I arrived at Spokane where I stayed with a couchsurfing girl. Again, 
Ihad a fantastic time with her and her friends that I stayed an extra night. My cousin 
Chris was in Portland visiting friends and I caught up with him on that trip. We did 
nothing but smoke weed and play video games all day and explore the city at night. 
Seattle after that, then Vancouver, then back to Seattle. I got detained at the Canadian 
border for having less than a gram of weed with me. Everytime I go back to Canada I 
have to tell them that I’ve been rejected from their country. Nothing happened, they 
just wasted my time. 

Seattle became my favorite city. Everyone, including Boss-X, told me was going 
to love Seattle. I wanted to hate it for this reason. But I ended up loving it anyway. Every 
single person that welcomed me to their couch instantly became a great friend. Ihad so 


much in common with everyone. It felt like the city was made for me. To this day, I still 
dream of a Seattle life. 

Eugene came next, a very strange place where I stayed with my friend Rudy 
where we drank and played disc golf. 1 met one of the tallest people who wasn't a 
basketball player then. They called him “Too Tall” and was towering over 7’feet. I also 
meta short guy with hair and beard almost down to the floor. Crazy weird town. 

I visited my cousin and his kids in Santa Clara after that, hitting up San 
Francisco, San José, and Santa Cruz. The latter became another highlight of my trip. 
Santa Cruz seems like the place I want to spend my 50s teaching guitar at UC Santa 
Cruz. 

And back to LA. 

Thated it. 

I wanted to keep on traveling. 

I didn’t want to go back to being a paparazzi. 

I didn’t want to stay in that city. 

Thad no idea what to do. 

My brother was getting married in Tijuana. I wanted to sell all my property and 
become a travel bum, but didn’t. I ended up in a house north of San Diego in Rancho 
Pefiasquitos... 

That was the end of my paparazzi daze and the beginning of my Tijuana 


Adventure. 


Page 289 of 203 - 90% 


